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Chapter One

SHE WAS slowly working herself to death and something had to give soon. She was going to break. Everyone could see it, but I had a front row seat.

Eventually, I had to step in and do something about it.

So eventually, that’s what I did.

My wife’s name is Natalie but the only people who ever call her that are people reading from an official form. People who don’t really know her. Teachers on the first day of school, people at the DMV - that kind of thing.

To anyone who knew her and loved her (and once you got to know her, you inevitably ended up loving her), she was Nat.

My Nat.

And like I said, she was slowly working herself to death. Grinding herself down into a nub. Wearing herself so thin, I was afraid she might soon disappear right before my very eyes.

Nat was a mega-type-A personality. Perpetual overachiever and dominator of any and all competition that ever dared to stand in her way.

Perfect grades. Perfect attendance. All-American soccer player in high school. Full ride to Stanford. Perfect GPA. Harvard Law. Assistant U.S. Attorney for the Southern District of New York for three years before jumping to the private sector, switching teams for a cool seven-figure payday and now, she was well on her way to making partner at Kensington & Horvath.

#KillingIt.

Literally though.

She was killing herself.

She hardly slept. She worked out hard and kept fit like a monster. And worked all kinds of crazy hours.

The sickest part?

She still had time to be the best wife and mother in the entire world.

Seriously.

She may have been putting in hundred-hour weeks, but she still found the time for me and the kids.

We often joked that she had somehow gotten possession of a magical object that allowed her to bend time to her will and was somehow in multiple places at one time. Fans of a certain popular series about a famous young wizard will know what I’m talking about.

But even though it was a joke, to this day I have still not completely ruled it out as a possibility.

It just never made any sense.

Father Time is undefeated though, and try as we may, we all get old. Even Nat. And eventually, as she entered her late thirties, she started to show little signs of wear and tear that for me, were tell-tale signs that she was heading for a bad end.

Anyway, all of this is a very long and very dramatic way of me saying this: Nat desperately needed a holiday. A long one. Truthfully, we both did.

She was still a great wife and mother but she was faltering and so was our relationship. Cracks were forming, little cracks to be sure, but cracks all the same. And cracks are always the start of something much bigger.

The kids came before me, and I understood that. But after a while...well, let’s just say I have needs too. And those needs hadn’t been met in a very, very long time.

But that was nothing compared to the danger she was putting her own self in.

It was a Tuesday night and Nat had been working late yet again. I had already put the kids to bed and was getting ready to hit the sack myself when I heard a key turning in our apartment door.

In stepped Nat.

“Hey, baby. Long day?” I asked.

No response.

She took a step forward and shut the door behind her. She stopped and held up her hand that was holding her keys and dropped them. They hit the hardwood floor with a loud, jarring smack and clang and, probably, woke up the kids.

“Nat?”

Still nothing. She shuffled in a little further and removed her coat and tried to place it on the rack to the left of the door but missed and it fell into a crumpled up ball beneath our coat rack. She didn’t bother to bend over and pick it up.

“Honey?”

I was starting to worry. I got up and walked over to her and found a zombie where my wife should have been.

Eyes blank, face slack, her gaze fixed on some unknown point far over my shoulder.

“Nat? What’s wrong?”

She started to mumble a reply, but I couldn’t make out the words. Then her eyes started to flutter open and closed and her breath got heavy and ragged.

Luckily, on instinct, I took several steps towards her and was able to catch her falling body as she passed out and fell straight into my arms, sound asleep.

The next morning she would tell me that she didn’t remember how she got home or even when she left the office. One of her colleagues had remembered seeing her asleep at her desk around nine o’clock on his way out of the office and assumed that she was simply going to spend the night there (not an uncommon occurrence at these types of firms).

Apparently, at some point, Nat had sleep-walked out of the office, onto a subway car, and several blocks down the street to our building and managed to get inside the door just before she crashed once again.

Her doctor told us that conditions like this were rare, but not unheard of. They were typically brought on by extreme stress and a chronic lack of adequate sleep.

Check and check for Nat.

Nat promised she’d take her health more seriously and for a time she did, but soon she was back to her old ways and that’s when she started sleep walking again.

Twice I’d been able to catch her just before she left our apartment and ended up who knows where.

At the bottom of an elevator shaft? Hit by a car?

The kids were scared and to be honest, so was I.

Her doctor suggested some old fashioned R&R.

“Take her somewhere. Get away from this busy city and get some fresh air. The beach. The mountains. I don’t care where. She needs a holiday.”

“Really? You think it could be as simple as that?”

“Look, I could give her meds, suggest therapy, and they might work for a time but that would only be addressing the symptoms, not the cause. Patients of mine in the past who took some time to address the root cause? They’re the successful ones. Take her away from here. No stress, no plans, just you and the mountains.”

“Or the beach?”

“Sure, or the beach.”

Nat, of course, looked at me like I had three heads when I suggested she take a break from work, especially when making partner was so firmly within her reach.

But I finally put my foot down.

I knew if I simply booked our tickets and accommodations and made sure they were nonrefundable, Nat wouldn’t be able to say no. The only thing that would bother her more than missing a little time at work would be making plans, expensive ones, and then breaking them.

So, I booked us a holiday in Mexico.

And that’s where this all started because Nat usually handled things like this. It had been years since we took a real vacation but when we did, Nat was in charge.

She was the planner, had to be, obviously.

Had she been in charge of planning this one, she would never, and I mean never, have made the colossal mistake that I did.

Happy accidents are a real thing though because it turned out that a holiday wasn’t the only thing she - or more accurately we - needed.

And if it wasn’t for my mistake, none of this would have ever happened.


Chapter Two

DID I MENTION that Nat is extremely beautiful? I think I may have left that part out when I was waxing poetic about all of her accomplishments and accolades. Yes, God doesn’t give with both hands, as the saying goes. But we all know, sometimes...he does. And with Nat, that was indeed the case.

She could have been a swimsuit model or lingerie model or super model or hell, even a porn star. She was that good looking and that versatile. Sometimes, she was even a little too beautiful if you know what I mean. Like as if you didn’t even want to imagine touching her or doing anything at all to such a beautiful piece of art. You were simply content to just let her be.

And other times, well she could turn it on so quickly that drool was pouring out of your mouth and you were like putty in her hands. A horny jack rabbit who you just wanted to get out of whatever she was wearing and ravage that tight, toned, and tanned body of hers until you exploded everywhere and anywhere.

Something about being a proper lady when out in the streets, but a freak in the bed once you were behind closed doors is I think is how a brilliant philosopher once put it. Paraphrasing, of course.

But that described Nat to a tee.

She could really let loose and she could be nasty in the most delicious of ways. Sadly, I hadn’t seen that version of her in many years. But I hoped that maybe, just maybe, I’d catch a glimpse of her in Mexico.

Yes, Nat was beautiful, hot, sexy, mischievous, and all of those things wrapped into one perfect package.

But she was also cute too. Adorable as all hell. And she was never cuter, oddly enough, than when she was just a little mad at me.

So, when we were sitting in the airport, waiting to board our flight to Mexico, and she was trying to give me the silent treatment as she furrowed her brow and typed furiously away on her laptop, trying to get a last bit of work in before we took off, she’d never been cuter to me.

Besides, I knew it wouldn’t last. I could feel the ice melting, just a little bit, on our cab ride over. She even told a joke and smiled a little. She knew, deep down, she needed this and more importantly that we needed this. I had a great feeling about what lay ahead for us in Mexico.

We’d agreed she could work right up to, but not past, the time they called our group to board. After that, it was no computer, no phone except to talk to the kids or check in with family, and no work until our plane touched back down at La Guardia after four glorious days in Mexico.

“Now boarding all passengers in group two, all passengers in group two,” a voice said over the loudspeaker.

“Aha,” I said, jumping up.

If she heard the announcement, she was doing a great job pretending she didn’t. Nat’s gaze was intensely focused on her computer screen as she typed away. Probably hoping to send just one last email.

I heard her press the enter key and that’s when I swooped in.

“Sorry Nat, time’s up,” I said and shut her laptop on her fingers.

“Ow, hey! What the hell, Ben?” she said, prying her pinched fingers out from beneath the now closed screen.

I held up my electronic boarding pass and tapped the glass screen of my phone.

“They just called group two. We’re group two. Remember? Rewards card?”

“Shit,” she muttered under her breath. Then she softened a little and put her laptop away in her bag. I was allowing her to take it only in the case of an extreme, extreme work emergency. But I would be in charge of keeping watch over it.

With the lifestyle we were living there was no way we could afford for her to miss something important and suddenly be out of a job. I’m not a crazy person.

“Alright, let’s go have some fun,” she said, and stuck her tongue out at me.

“I don’t care if you have fun. I want you to relax. Whatever that means to you.”

“Fine, let’s go relax,” she said.

She stood up, walking in front of me, wheeling our carry-on bag which contained our most vital items in the case that our checked luggage was lost (and perhaps more importantly, several of Nat’s most revealing swimsuits).

I imagined her in the white one, smile on her face, a new and refreshed person and then I imagined her wearing nothing at all. In our room, lying naked across the bed waiting for --

“Sir, sir?”

“Yes?”

“Boarding pass please.”

“Right, sorry. Here you go.”

Nat rolled her eyes at me.

Then we headed down the tunnel towards the plane and eventually, after a few moments took our seats and the plane took off on time and without any fanfare.

There was nothing at all to suggest that we were on our way to experience a one-in-a-lifetime adventure that would change our relationship forever.

Nothing at all.


Chapter Three

IT WAS SWELTERING outside when we landed.

I’d booked a private car to pick us up. It was a little on the pricey side, but the cheaper option involved sharing a ride with other people and waiting for them to get dropped off at their respective resorts along the way so there was no telling how long it might take us to get to ours - could’ve been hours.

Not for me, thanks.

Nat was still a little ticked off at me and not speaking much, but I had one final trick up my sleeve that I knew would melt the ice once and for all.

The car service provided the option to add a bucket of ice cold beer to your trip for enjoyment on the ride.

That’s right, we could drink ice cold beer right there in the car on the way to the resort.

Simple and brilliant.

All for just ten bucks. Yes, please.

Nat probably hadn’t had a beer in over a year, but I knew she wouldn’t be able to resist. Especially not on a day like today. Sure, it was hot. But it was beautiful. Palm trees lined the cloudless sky and I could see her shoulders and neck relaxing just a little as soon as we stepped outside the airport and met our driver.

His name was Carlos and after he checked us off his list to verify we were the correct clients, Mr. and Mrs. West, he placed our bags in the back of his car and we hopped in.

Yep, Ben and Natalie West. That was us. On holiday in Mexico. Ready for anything.

Nat let out a large exhale as she sat down and buckled up.

“Beer?” I said, reaching into the bucket filled with ice and delicious Mexican lager.

Nat eyed the beer and I could see the conflict etched into her face. She was battling inside her head but I knew her disciplined side had no chance against her fun in the sun side.

It might have been years since fun in the sun Nat had come out to play, but I was intent on making it happen on this trip.

Then, her eyes relaxed and she smiled.

It was the best smile I’ve ever seen and that’s saying something because Nat has one hell of a smile when she’s feeling right.

That was a great sign.

She reached out for the beer.

“Fuck yes,” she said, exhaling with relief as she said it.

An even better sign. We popped the tops and clinked our bottles together.

“To a fun - relaxing - trip,” she said.

“I’ll drink to that.”

We each took a long hard pull and I felt the tears well up in my eyes from the ice cold carbonation flooding my throat.

It felt damn good.

“See, not so bad is it?” I said, poking a playful finger in her side.

“Yeah, yeah, yeah,” she said, swatting my hand away. She didn’t want to give it up just yet and admit I was right and that she really had needed this, but the battle was already won. It was only a matter of time before she really let loose and opened up.

I checked my watch. It was just after noon and we had about an hour ride to our resort. I gave it about five hours. By five o’clock that evening, Nat would be in a bikini, several beers deep, and we’d be back. Just like old times. She didn’t stand a chance.

And I was right. Only, I had no idea just how much she’d let loose, nor did I anticipate just how much she would open herself up.

“Hidden Cove, right sir?” Carlos asked, looking at me in the rearview mirror.

I locked eyes with him and it looked like he was grinning.

“That’s right, Hidden Cove,” I replied.

Carlos winked at me and then looked at my wife. He raked his eyes over her body before turning his gaze back towards me and gave a slight nod of his head, still grinning from ear to ear.

“Hidden Cove,” Nat said, “sounds nice.”

This only made Carlos smile wider and suddenly, I had this sinking feeling in the pit of my stomach.


Chapter Four

“A SWINGERS RESORT? A swingers resort?! Seriously, Ben? How could you not know?!”

“Well, to be fair...it’s a couples-only, lifestyle resort. How was I to know that was code for swingers?”

“Everyone knows that!”

Nat was not in her bikini yet, needless to say.

We’d arrived and checked in at the front desk and within minutes of stepping foot on the ground of Hidden Cove Resort and Spa, it became fairly obvious that I had, quite by mistake, booked us a stay at a sexy swingers resort.

For a moment, I had toyed with the idea of playing it off and acting like I’d known the whole time or something. But I wasn’t a good actor and truthfully, I was mortified.

Nat wasn’t mad per se, more like frustrated and a tad bit amused. But she made it clear that there was absolutely no way we were going to stay there. We checked around for other resorts in the area, but naturally everything was booked solid.

“Well, what do you want to do then?”

“I want to book a flight home. The first one I can find. If this isn’t a sign that I should have stayed in New York and kept prepping for trial, I don’t know what is.”

And I supposed I couldn’t really argue with her.

“Alright, I’m sorry,” I said and sat down on the bed next to her, dejected and embarrassed.

She placed a hand on my knee and kissed me on the cheek.

“I know you tried your best, Ben.”

Then she took out her phone and began looking for flights.

After a few minutes of scrolling her phone while chewing on her thumbnail, she threw her phone down on the bed and sighed.

“Fuck,” she said.

“What?”

“We can’t get a flight out of here for at least forty-eight hours.”

“Seriously?”

“Seriously.”

“That means we have to spend two nights here,” I said, stating the obvious. Our vacation had suddenly been cut in half at the very least. If Nat had her way though, a fifty-percent slash would just be the start of it. She was going to try to cut things to zero.

“Well, I guess I’ll just book now and keep checking. If anything comes up, cancellation or whatever, we’ll get a notification from the app and we can change to an earlier flight. Alright, booked. We leave Sunday, mid-morning.”

That wall of ice between us that had just five minutes ago seemed destined to turn into a puddle and evaporate from sight, was now refreezing, stronger and harder than ever before.

That spark between us was suddenly gone and I found myself lamenting celebrating just a little too early. Somehow, I found a way to snatch defeat from the jaws of victory.

A heavy silence hung in the air and I decided to break it.

“So what do we do in the meantime?”

Nat let out yet another heavy sigh and went over to our carry on bag - the one with her sexiest swimsuits in it.

“I guess, we’ll enjoy what there is to enjoy and make the best of it,” she said.

“You don’t mean…”

“No, Ben. I don’t mean enjoy the swingers. I mean we’ll go to the pool, the beach, and try to get our money’s worth by taking full advantage of the all-inclusive food and drinks. And avoid talking to anyone. That’s what I mean, obviously.”

“Right, right. Of course.”

As I waited for Nat to change I took a peek outside through our balcony window.

The pool was sparsely populated with a few older couples, but nothing at all that could be considered wild and crazy was going on. No topless babes, no lewd sexual acts in public, no orgies...nothing.

Perhaps they were overstating what this was.

Maybe it wouldn’t be so bad after all.


Chapter Five

IN AN EFFORT to perhaps get a discount on our stay, Nat insisted we stop by the front desk and explain our mistake to them.

So, we did.

While the manager was sympathetic to our cause, he regretted to inform us that nothing could be done.

“Does this kind of thing happen often?” I asked, trying to make myself look a little better.

I think he knew what I was doing because he offered me a sympathetic smile while he explained that it was extremely rare, but not unheard of, yes, sometimes it did happen.

Where had I heard that line before?

In an effort to make us more comfortable, he explained that there was no pressure to do anything at all. There were no expectations beyond the ones we set for ourselves and boundaries were always respected here at Hidden Cove.

“Some couples just come down here to watch, you know the atmosphere helps them sort of, reconnect with and focus deeply on each other. They don’t come down here to swing per se, but rather to get turned on and…”

He paused, searching for more delicate words.

“Have great sex?” Nat offered, finishing his thought for him.

My balls ached at the thought. Great sex. It had been so, so long since we’d had anything approaching that standard.

“Yes, exactly.”

“Alright, well...let’s go check out the pool and grab a drink,” Nat said, taking my hand and leading me away from the front desk, still lost in a daydream trying to figure out just when exactly our last round of great sex had been.

I couldn’t quite pin down a date, but as it would turn out, those couples that the manager at the front desk mentioned were on to something. Because I wasn’t going to have to wait too much longer to end the drought.


Chapter Six

WE FOUND A COUPLE of lounge chairs next to the pool that were located only a few dozen feet away from the bar which had the option of dry-land seating or swim-up seating on the side facing the water.

Nat took off her cover-up to reveal her toned and well-maintained physique which absolutely shined in her white, two-piece bikini. Even though we’d been married for what seemed like forever, I still had to pick my jaw up off the floor when I saw her like that.

So did nearly every guy, and even a few of the women, that were in the pool and surrounding area.

It seemed like everyone stopped what they were doing for a brief second to take a moment to appreciate the beautiful specimen that stood before them.

There was one guy in particular, a little older than us, perhaps mid-forties, bald, with a massive, barrel chest, tuft of grey and black hair between his pecs, and tattoos covering his arms who couldn’t seem to look away.

He was wearing aviator sunglasses and his gold chain dangled and sparkled in the water just below his neck. I couldn’t see his eyes behind the sunglasses but there was no mistaking it, they were on fire with pure, carnal lust for Nat - my wife.

And somehow, I wasn’t jealous but instead...proud. Even maybe a little turned on. He caught me watching him but rather than looking away embarrassed or pretending not to notice, he simply stared right back at me, smiled, and raised his drink in a salute to me.

I gave a slight nod back and then he finally turned away and stopped checking out my wife.

“This isn’t so bad,” I said, breaking myself from my own trance and turning to face Nat who was now applying a light coating of sunscreen.

She looked around and seemed to take in our surroundings for the very first time. Her shoulders again seemed to relax and for some reason, that gave me hope. Just a sliver.

“No, I guess not. Let’s get a drink,” she said.


Chapter Seven

DRINKS IN HAND, we sat next to each other at the edge of the pool just in front of our lounge chairs with our legs dangling in the cool blue water. I ordered a pineapple juice with rum and Nat ordered a tequila sunrise.

All was quiet. Soft music played over the sound system as couples laid, floated, and commingled around the pool. But there was no sex to be seen, heck none of the women even had their tops off.

“See, this is hardly a swingers resort. I mean, this is nothing,” I said.

Nat looked around and sighed.

“No, no it's not.”

“You sound, uh, disappointed or something?”

“What? No! I just was at least hoping maybe the people-watching would be a little better than this and we could go home with a hilarious story or something to tell our friends.”

I splashed her with some water from the pool which caused her to laugh and squirm.

“Hey, stop! That’s cold,” she cried, pushing back on my shoulder.

“We are absolutely not telling anyone about this, understand?” I said. “We are going to tell them about our nice, perfectly normal vacation at a perfectly normal resort and that’s all.”

I’d be damned if I was going to let this faux pas of mine ever see the light of day. Our friends, especially my buddies from college, would have a field day with this information.

“Oh come on, it was an honest mistake, it’s funny,” she said.

But at this point I was only half-listening.

Something had caught my eye and captured my attention even though Nat was sitting right next to me.

The barrel-chested, bald man from before had swam into view and was directly across the pool from us now and he was with one of the sexiest women I’d ever seen, save my wife of course. I could only assume it was his wife the way they were interacting with one another.

She was wearing a skimpy red bikini top that barely covered any of what looked to be her implants and a thong that proudly displayed her supple buttocks for all to see.

“Hello? Are you even listening to me?”

Nat was watching me as I watched them and she followed my gaze. Busted.

She slapped my shoulder.

“I didn’t mean that kind of people watching, perv. I’m over here.”

“Sorry, it’s just...what do you think they’re doing together...seems like a mismatch, that’s all. An odd couple if you will.”

Nat looked over and considered it for a moment.

“I don’t know,” she said. “He’s kind of sexy in that Tony Soprano kind of way.”

“Really?” I said, but again didn’t feel much, if any jealousy. Again...I was kind of, turned on?

We watched them for a time. They were probably at least ten years older than us, but they looked so peaceful and content with each other.

It was a kind of ease that Nat and I once shared but had been missing from our lives for a long time and seeing them like that made me more than a little jealous.

As we neared the end of our drinks, things took an interesting turn.

The big bear of a man took his wife into his big arms and nibbled on her ear, the first action of any kind we’d seen so far. He spun her around to face the other end of the pool and seemed to point to someone over there.

She looked and nodded, then turned around and kissed him hard before swimming off in the direction in which he’d pointed her.

“Where do you think she’s going?” Nat asked.

“I have no idea,” I replied.

But soon it was obvious. She swam up to a younger man who was seated at the edge of the pool, much like we were, but he was alone.

He was dark-skinned and tall, muscular and handsome. Abs for days, as they say. He was probably somewhere near half her age.

But she swam right up to him and started talking to him. After a while the guy smiled and nodded his head. He reached down and cupped a handful of her breast as she reached for his crotch and put her hand on his johnson from outside his swim trunks.

“Oh. my. God.” Nat whispered, eyes glued to the scene that was unfolding in front of us.

“This what you were hoping for?”

But she didn’t have time to answer before the woman was ripping off his swim trunks. His big, black cock flopped out to a smattering of cheers from the crowd of onlookers that now included nearly everyone at the pool.

Nat’s eyes went wide as she lowered her sunglasses to get a better look.

“Holy shit,” she said.

I don’t know if she was aware of it or not, but she was gently biting her bottom lip and, I think, salivating just a little bit as she leaned forward out over the water.

“Ahem,” I cleared my throat.

She looked over at me. Busted.

“Now who’s the perv?” I said, playfully. She turned scarlet red for a moment but then decided to run with it.

“Hey, when in Rome,” she joked. “What do you think she’s gonna do with that?”

“I have a theory,” I said.

He was sitting on the edge of the pool with a smile on his face as she stood in the water between his legs and wrapped her tiny, milky-white fingers around his member and stroked it to life.

She looked back across the pool and for a moment, it felt like she made eye contact with me, but she kept turning her gaze until she found her husband, who was smiling from ear to ear and gave her a big thumbs up.

Then she opened her mouth and started blowing him in front of everyone at the pool which drew a round of raucous cheers and applause from the crows as they whooped and yelled encouragement.

“Oh my god, she’s blowing him in front of everyone. Wow,” Nat said, eyes still locked on them, never breaking concentration.

“Well,” I said, “I guess it’s a real swingers resort after all.”

“Guess so,” she said.

After a while, the young man pulled the woman up out of the pool and pulled back on his swim trunks and took her by the hand. As he was leading her away towards the lobby, she turned and waved to her husband who smiled and waved back.

And just like that, as quickly as it started, the show was over and everyone went back to what they were doing.

“Now, that is a story,” Nat said.

“Yes, and one that we will absolutely be keeping to ourselves.”

Nat shrugged and stood up.

“Want to get another drink?”

“Sure,” I said, “let’s hit the swim-up bar, I’m getting hot.”

“Me too,” Nat said, with just a touch of sultriness that hinted at the fact that maybe, just maybe, she didn’t mean it in reference to the temperature.

But before I could say anything, she hopped in the pool and swam over to the bar.


Chapter Eight

WE HAD A FEW drinks by the pool that afternoon.

Alright, maybe a little more than a few.

But nothing even approaching the public blowjob we’d just seen had occurred in its aftermath. I’d half-expected the event to throw everyone into overdrive. A kicking off, of sorts, of some kind of wild, debaucherous sex orgy at the pool...but nothin’ doin’.

A few couples got a little handsy with each other and a few tops were popped, as it were, before they inevitably scurried off to their rooms to presumably screw each other’s brains out, but other than that, all was quiet.

It was just a lazy, tropical afternoon by the beach that could have been taking place at just about any other seaside resort on the face of the earth.

The only thing out of the ordinary...was Nat.

She could not stop rehashing what we’d both just witnessed.

“Well, it’s a swingers resort, remember? You couldn’t stop reminding me earlier. What’d you expect?”

“I don’t know, I mean...it was just huge you know. I can’t get it out of my head. I just keep picturing it over and over again.”

She looked over at me and put her hand on my arm.

“Sorry, I don’t mean like that…”

“I know, I know you don’t,” I said to reassure her I wasn’t taking any offense. But deep down, some weird part of me was hoping she did mean it like that. In fact, my cock jumped a little when she said it.

I didn’t know what to make of it, but maybe it was like Nat said...when in Rome.

It went on like that all afternoon. We’d settle into our books, or be quietly sipping our drinks, when she would just have to bring it up again. It was like a compulsion that she just could not help blurting out something about that big, black cock.

“Ok, ok. Sorry, sorry. I just have to say one more thing and then I’ll shut up about it,” she would say. Only there was always something else to follow.

Eventually, the sun set and the pool emptied out. The tiki bar closed down for dinner but would reopen around eleven for the night owls and the jacuzzi party. An event that kept coming up either in a passing conversation or over the PA system. I had no idea what it would be like but based on the tone I assumed it was something we would most definitely be avoiding. Besides it was at an hour of night that Nat and I would most definitely not be seeing. At least, not on that particular night.

We headed back to our room and got ready to go out for dinner.

“Have you checked flights recently?” I asked as we prepared to leave our room and head to the main lobby floor where the resort’s bars and restaurants were located.

Nat paused for a moment.

“You know what? Honestly, I hadn’t even thought about it all afternoon. Must have slipped my mind,” she said.

It was all over her face as she said it. Nat couldn’t believe the words that were coming out of her mouth and neither could I.

“I’ll check on our way down to dinner.”

Only she never did that. And we never made it down to dinner either.

“God, you look so sexy in that dress,” I said.

And like that, she turned and came right at me. Guns blazin’.


Chapter Nine

WE WERE ALL OVER each other for the first time in what felt like years. Maybe it had been years. But I couldn’t think. Not then.

The only thing on my mind were those sexy hips, swaying side to side as Nat rushed towards me and tackled me onto the bed.

Without a word spoken between us, my hand was up her skirt and the other was undoing her bra while she eagerly and ferociously unbuckled my belt.

The kissing was fast, sloppy, wet, nasty and hot. Open mouth. Lots of tongue. Lip biting, teeth clashing.

It was intense.

Then we slowed down as she pulled out my cock and pulled her panties to the side and slid me inside her wet slit.

It was never said out loud. But it didn’t need to be. We both knew it. That scene earlier at the pool had gotten us both so turned on and fired up, that we just couldn’t help ourselves.

Watching that woman slut herself out in front of the entire pool of onlookers as she sucked on a big, fat, dark, meaty cock was something that had sent both of us into overdrive. It was like visual viagra for me and well, whatever the female equivalent of viagra was for Nat.

It was just unreal how turned on we both were.

My cock was harder than it had been in my entire life and I’d never felt Nat so wet before.

“Fuck you feel good,” she whispered in my ear as she began to nibble on my lobe and work her way down my neck, making my skin break out in goosebumps from head to toe.

“You feel amazing - that feels amazing,” I whispered back as she literally started making my toes curl when she started gently sucking on my right nipple.

It was something she’d done once, way, way back and boy, did I enjoy it. Like a lot. It made me come so hard. And I think it made an impression on her because she never forgot it and whenever she was feeling a little extra hot and a little extra turned on, she would go for my nipples to make sure that she was able to turn me up to her level.

“Go slow, go slow,” I whispered into the dark room as she sat up straight and pressed both of her hands down into my fleshy pectorals and began to ride me. But she didn’t listen, she just smiled and moved her hips faster as she rode my dick.

“Go slow,” I said again, this time a little more loudly than the time before.

She closed her eyes and tilted her head back.

“I can’t,” she said as she exhaled sharply.

“But you’re gonna make me come if you keep that up,” I said.

“Good,” she answered and began to ride me faster.

If I didn’t do something quick, I was going to explode inside her and ruin everything before we really got a chance to enjoy it and most importantly before Nat came.

I was dead set on bringing her to orgasm multiple times during that trip if it killed me. That would help her relax, I was sure of it.

Some sand, some sun, and a few good orgasms would have her right as rain.

So, I pushed up with my hips and flipped her over so that I was now on top. I made the move so confidently and gracefully that I not only surprised the hell out of her, but I also surprised the hell out of myself.

“Whoa,” Nat said, as I slowly plunged deeper inside her and began to pound her slowly and methodically. “Where did that come from?”

“You bring it out of me,” I grunted into her ear, my face burrowing into the pillow beside her. I went as hard and as fast as I could and I could feel her getting wetter and wetter.

I was about to orgasm and perhaps Nat sensed it right then because she pushed both her hands up against my chest and forced me to slow down.

“Let me suck your cock,” she whispered back in my ear. “I want to taste you in my mouth.”

This was very out of character for her.

Not that she never gave me a blowjob or anything, but it was usually during foreplay or at the very end when I was about to bust if she did it. She didn’t ever stop me mid-fuck and ask to suck my cock.

But I wasn’t going to look a gift horse in the mouth. So, I eased off of her and rolled onto the bed beside her, laying flat on my back. My cock was hard as a rock and pointing straight up at the ceiling as Nat crawled toward my lap.

My shaft was covered in her juices and I could feel the cool breeze coming from the air conditioner wafting over my skin as I awaited the wet, warmth of my wife’s mouth to envelop my pole.

She opened her mouth and flicked her tongue out at the head of my cock, looking up at me with mesmerizing eyes. She twirled her tongue around the tip before opening wider and taking all of me into her mouth.

“Oh fuck,” I whispered. “That feels so good.”

“Mmm,” she moaned into the dim light of the room. She began to suck harder and faster and as I looked down between her legs, I could see she was playing with herself. First just tickling her clit a little, but then she had one finger inside her, and then another still.

Again, very out of character for Nat, but my goodness did it turn me on.

She popped her mouth off my cock and stroked the wet shaft for a little. I leaned down to kiss her and tasted our bitter juices mixed together on her tongue and I got even harder.

“Bend over,” I said, prompting her to get on all fours so I could enter her from behind. “I want to fuck you doggy.”

Nat smiled and did as I instructed and even wiggled her ass in the air inviting me to come get some.

And get some I did.

I forcefully thrusted my dick inside her and immediately felt her tighten up, her muscles constricting around my pole and wrapping it in a warm, silky blanket.

I started slow at first, but soon I was pounding away furiously. I wanted to make her come, and hard.

“Fuck yes, Ben! Oh, that feels so good. Harder! Don’t stop. Don’t stop! YES!”

“Arghhh,” I grunted and bucked and shook and exploded deep inside her as I couldn’t hold it anymore.

“Fuck yes! Ohh it’s so warm,” she screamed as she came hard and creamed all over my dick.


Chapter Ten

NAT WAS STILL SLEEPING soundly when I awoke the next morning. It was almost nine o’clock and I had to stifle a giggle because Nat hadn’t slept past 5:00 AM in nearly a decade. She looked so peaceful and relaxed that I didn’t want to do anything to disturb it. She needed it more than she knew.

Careful not to wake her, I slipped out of the bed, brushed my teeth, and threw on some clothes so I could head to the lobby and track down some coffee that was better than the swill we could brew in our room.

I’d almost totally forgotten about where we were and what the place was all about. I’d almost forgotten about the scene at the pool the night before. The only thing on my mind was Nat’s well-being and that peaceful look on her face when I woke up. Well, ok, that and the incredible sex we’d had the night before.

But the point is, I’d nearly forgotten we were at a swingers resort. I’d nearly forgotten about the whole mess and I was sure Nat had too.

That is, of course, until I met Angelo.

I popped into the breakfast buffet adjacent to the main lobby with a little extra pep in my step and was happy to see that they did indeed have some pretty decent coffee.

I scanned the room as I walked over and caught a glimpse of him, the big bear of a man who had raised a glass to me in salute rather than being embarrassed to be caught checking out my wife. The man whose wife had sucked a big, black cock in front of an entire pool of onlookers and then presumably, went back to their room, or his room I guess, to slip it inside her.

My imagination picked up right where my concrete memories left off and suddenly I was imagining the hot, mature babe - this man’s wife - laying down on the bed and slipping a big, dark cock between her legs and --

I reached the coffee area and snapped myself out of it. I poured a cup and almost as soon as my nostrils caught a whiff of the freshly brewed java, my entire body began to perk up with energy. I finished topping off the cup, popped on a lid, and began to walk back the way I came.

Then I heard a sharp whistle that seemed directed at me. I looked around and my suspicion was confirmed. The big bear of a man was looking at me, smiling and waving.

He motioned for me to come over and waved his big meaty paw in the air in an inviting gesture.

“Come here, come here,” I could just barely hear him saying.

He pushed out a chair with his foot and motioned for me to sit down.

I’m not sure why I took the seat, I mean he seemed nice enough but I could have just as easily stayed standing and gotten out of there without being rude.

But I guess I was curious. About what, I don’t know. But he had a magnetism about him that I found hard to resist.

And so I did as I was told.

“I’m Angelo. Nice to meet you,” the bald, bear of a man smiled at me with kinder eyes than I would have guessed were hidden behind those aviator sunglasses of his and I stupidly took his hand and shook it, hoping he wouldn’t notice the half-hard on I was sporting between my legs because of the strange fantasy I’d just had about his wife.

“Hi. Hi, I’m Ben,” I said, suddenly realizing this guy wasn’t just being friendly but seemed to have been actively looking forward to meeting me for some reason. And then I remembered where we were. And Nat. And all the looks she’d garnered at the pool before Angelo’s wife decided to steal the show and take center stage.

“Ben, nice to meet you,” he said, it appeared he’d been dining alone. There were half a dozen empty plates stacked in front of him with food scraps all over them. He was sipping on a tall glass of OJ mixed with something stronger, or so I assumed as I kept getting whiffs of vodka every now and again, but he seemed sharp and lucid.

I eyed the plates.

“I got a voracious appetite,” he said, patting his muscular belly. “Food, booze...sex. Can’t get enough of it. Whatever it happens to be.”

I chuckled uncomfortably.

“First timers?”

“Huh?” I said, jarred by a string of words landing on my ears that made no sense at all given the context of our conversation.

“You and your wife. First time at a...” he looked around with his arms held wide, “at a place like this?”

Oh. Right.

“Uh yeah. You could say that,” I said nervously. “Actually, we’re kind of here by mistake.”

“Mistake?” he said, his ears perking up. He began to grin at me. So, I filled him in on the whole debacle and he just stared back at me when I was finished.

I think maybe he was waiting to see if I was just yanking his chain, but once he decided I was being serious, he began to laugh uncontrollably. His belly shook with the thunder of his laughter and it felt like the whole dining room was looking at us now.

Angelo finally calmed down and wiped the tears from his eyes with a cloth napkin and tried to catch his breath.

“Oh, man. You’re making my cheeks hurt, Ben. That’s the funniest story I ever heard.”

“Well, my wife didn’t think it was so funny.”

Then Angelo got very serious and looked right at me.

“Really?” he said. He scratched his chin and looked off for a moment as if deep in thought. “I thought, I don’t know, seemed like she was really enjoying herself yesterday.”

“What do you mean?” I snapped. Even though I knew exactly what he meant. The way he said it left no doubt. Plus, I had noticed glimpses of her interest myself.

“Yesterday at the pool,” he said. “I was watching her closely and your wife couldn’t take her eyes off it. Trust me, I know the look.”

“You don’t know what you’re talking about,” I said a little too forcefully, my face suddenly feeling hot and flush with anger.

Angelo held up his hands.

“Whoa, hey don’t get defensive with me, buddy. I just call it like I see it. Been doing this a long time. Maybe I’m wrong, but I don’t think so. And you know something else? I could see it in your eyes too, Ben. You had the look. You’re both a little curious. And I think maybe you know I’m right too and that’s why you’re getting a little defensive just now. Don’t worry. It’s perfectly natural.”

“Curious?” I said “Natural? I don’t know what you’re talking about.”

Angelo just nodded and sat back in his chair as if all of my behavior was expected and part of some larger progression at the end of which I would come to see his wisdom for what it was - wise. And, well, he was right.

“Oh look,” he said gazing past my shoulder, “there’s my wife.”

He held up hand and waved to get her attention.

The hot, mature woman from yesterday bounced across the room towards us in nothing but a sports bra and yoga pants. She was glistening with a fresh morning sweat and even without makeup she looked incredibly beautiful. She wasn’t Nat, to be sure, but I had a hard time not staring, especially at her breasts.

“Hi, baby,” she said, sitting down next to Angelo and giving him a peck on the cheek. It took a few seconds before she even realized I was there. And in that time, Angelo was watching me watch her, I was checking her out in much the same way he had checked out Nat the day before and he caught me. We locked eyes and again he smiled, this time raising his glass of OJ and vodka towards me in salute.

That’s when she finally noticed I was sitting across from them.

“Oh, I’m sorry! Hi! I’m Lisa,” she said and extended a hand across the table. I took it and shook it lightly, careful not to give too strong or too weak of a grip.

“Hi,” was all I could muster.

Thankfully, Angelo stepped in and saved me.

“Honey, this is Ben.”

“Hi Ben,” Lisa said.

“Hi,” was again all I could muster in response. Angelo never took his eyes off me and was grinning from ear to ear. He was really enjoying watching me flounder.

“Ben’s here with his wife Natalie,” he said, to which Lisa just smiled politely. “You remember that hot babe from yesterday in the white two-piece?”

Lisa’s face lit up with recognition.

“Oh my god! That’s your wife? She’s gorgeous.”

“Yep, uh, thank - thank you,” I muttered and stuttered in response.

“Wow,” Lisa said, still marveling at the revelation. “She’s hot. I mean, even I’d hit that.”

It was said like a joke, but something about the look in her eyes told me she wasn’t quite joking. And the way Angelo raised his eyebrows at me confirmed my suspicions.

“Say, uh Ben. Where is your wife?” Angelo asked with a knowing tone.

“She’s still sleeping,” I said.

Angelo and Lisa exchanged a glance.

“What?”

“She all worn out from last night?”

“It was a long trip,” I protested.

“Mmhmm,” Angelo said, not buying it. Lisa was smiling from ear to ear.

“You guys first timers?” she asked.

That was when Angelo filled her in on my colossal mistake. She didn’t find it nearly as hilarious as he did. She seemed to find it cute and endearing.

It was still unclear to me why I remained sitting there. And even more astonishing that none of us had even thought to address the elephant in the room. Namely: that I had watched this sweet woman, who I now knew was named Lisa, suck a cock that didn’t belong to her husband in front of the entire pool of spectators just yesterday. And here we were, acting like we were meeting each other at a buffet in the Magic Kingdom.

The only thing I knew was that something was pulling me in. My curiosity was getting the better of me and so eventually, I finally blurted it out.

“So, I don’t get it. How does it work?” I asked.

“How does what work?” Angelo said.

“This, all of this…” I flailed my arms about trying to point to the entire resort. “How do you guys, I mean...what...I --”

Angelo held up a hand indicating I should stop speaking and let him take over. So I did.

“Tell you what,” Angelo said with a smirk. “Why don’t you come by this afternoon, our place. We’ll have some drinks and I can explain how it works.”

I started to shake my head no.

“Relax, I don’t mean like you have to do anything. Seriously, just friendly drinks. Clothes on. Nothing out of the ordinary other than whatever questions you want us to answer.”

I sat there in silence.

“We’re room 525.”

Still I said nothing.

Angelo threw up his hands.

“Hey, or don’t. Totally up to you.”

He gulped down the rest of his drink and took his wife’s hand and pulled her to her feet. She seemed so tiny and petite next to his massive frame and I thought that perhaps that’s what women found sexy about him even though he wasn’t the fittest guy on earth. He dwarfed them and made them feel teeny, tiny and probably, made them feel safe.

“Come on, babe,” he said and they began to leave the room.

“Nice meeting you, Ben,” Lisa said as she was walking away and blew me a kiss. “I hope you guys come.”

I thought again of Lisa, her mature and plump lips wrapped around that big, hard, black cock and my half-chub went to full in a second flat. It took a few minutes for it to subside so I could go back upstairs and tell Nat all about my strange encounter.

Even though I never intended for us to visit room 525, I could feel that pull coming from somewhere deep in recesses of my subconscious mind and I knew, even though I couldn’t verbalize it, that eventually the pull would be too strong to resist.

I just didn’t know exactly what would happen when we gave in.


Chapter Eleven

WHEN I RETURNED to the room, Nat was awake and doing yoga in the living area. She was wearing an outfit that was not unlike the one Lisa was sporting down at breakfast just moments ago, only Nat wore it better, of course.

“Morning,” she called sweetly.

There was something different about her voice, something calm and serene...something I hadn’t sensed in quite a long time.

And it made me smile.

“Hey, baby,” I said. “Brought you some coffee.”

“Thank you,” she said as she finished up her last pose and rolled up her yoga mat.

She came over and happily accepted the coffee and gave me a quick peck on the cheek.

“How'd you sleep last night?” I asked with a wry smile.

“Yeah, yeah, yeah. Alright fine. Great. Best sleep I've had in a while.”

I raised my eyebrows as we sat down in the little breakfast nook area and enjoyed the fine view of the ocean.

But rather than continuing to give me the satisfaction of being right, Nat quickly changed the subject.

“You were gone a long time, you get lost?” she asked, teasing me.

“Uh no, actually. I umm, made some friends.”

Nat stopped drinking her coffee mid-sip and raised her eyebrows.

“Oh, please explain,” she said, putting down her coffee mug and folding her arms, a smirk on her face.

I chuckled out loud and then commenced with relaying the whole story to her. She listened, clearly enthralled and curious as I told her about my encounter with Angelo and Lisa.

“So they invited you - I mean us - to their room?”

“Yeah, but just for drinks, nothing other than that. Just friendly…”

Nat raised her eyebrows again as if to say, Seriously Ben? Do you hear the words coming out of your mouth?

And she had a point.

“Don’t worry,” I said, “I told him thanks, but no thanks.”

I could see the disappointment in her face. She was trying to hide it, but it was there and I could see it. Intellectually she knew, as I did, that declining the invite was the sensible thing to do. But I sensed there was also another part of her, as there was with me, that simply could not shake the nagging curiosity that was simmering just beneath the surface.

“Oh, ok.”

“Unless, you know...you wanted to go or something.”

She looked up at me.

“No, no of course not.”

I nodded in agreement and we went back to sipping our coffee in silence for a few minutes.

“Oh, I almost forgot,” she said, “tonight is out last night. We fly back home tomorrow.”

And my heart sank a little.


Chapter Twelve

OUR AFTERNOON on the beach was quiet and relaxing. We each settled into our lounge chairs and a good book, a bucket of ice cold beer stuck in the sand between us.

After a few hours in the sun, we packed up our belongings and made our way to the pool where we ordered some tropical cocktails and claimed a spot next to the shallow end.

Once again, I had almost forgotten we were even at a swingers resort. It was a scene much like yesterday where we could have been at just about any all-inclusive resort with a tropical vibe and been none the wiser of the key and crucial differences.

That is, of course, until Angelo and Lisa arrived at the far end of the pool and changed the entire vibe of the place.

What’s that they say? History doesn’t exactly repeat itself, but it does rhyme? Perhaps that’s an apt descriptor here.

I made eye contact with Angelo from across the pool, his bronze belly shined in the fading afternoon light, and he gave me a slight nod. Lisa didn’t seem to notice us at all and I got the feeling that Angelo was simply being polite but wasn’t all that interested in me or us. It seemed he had other pressing business to attend to.

I gave Nat a nudge and got her to look up from her book.

“There they are,” I whispered.

Nat stared at them as they walked up to the bar.

“Do you think she’s going to put on another show for us today?” she said. She was trying to be sarcastic or funny perhaps but hidden in her voice was a genuine curiosity and a trace of hopefulness. It was unmistakable.

“I have no idea,” I replied and I genuinely didn’t. Continuing to surprise even myself, I found I was more than a little hopeful as well that she would. But the answer would come soon enough.

After Angelo and Lisa got their drinks, they hopped in the pool and waded out to the middle where a group of other couples were gathered. I can’t recall how many exactly but there were at least three other couples plus Angelo and Lisa.

This time Angelo and Lisa performed a slightly different dance. They seemed to pair up with one of the other couples at the center of the pool. A younger blonde and her handsome, surfer-dude husband. Then they did the old switcheroo. Angelo began getting handsy with the younger blonde and Lisa began sensually making out with the handsome surfer dude.

And this time, it was Angelo’s turn to put on a little show. He hopped up on the side of the pool and the blonde wife got between his legs much like Lisa had done the day before.

Angelo reached into his trunks and hauled it out. And I mean he hauled it out. That thing had some serious heft to it. Soda-can thick. Nearly as long as the big, black cock we’d seen his wife suck the day before but it was twice as thick.

“Ho-lee-shit,” Nat whispered, taking off her sunglasses to get a better look.

It was quick but I saw it. She licked her lips. They were glistening with saliva.

I watched her watching them. Maybe Angelo was right. She was staring longingly at the whole scene. There was no denying it. Of course, when pressed she would deny it. But I could see it plainly.

And there was no escaping the devious desires it was awakening in me. What if that were Nat out there between Angelo’s legs? How would it make me feel?

The raging hard on in my pants as soon as I had the thought was probably a strong clue as to what the answer might be.

Soon, the surfer dude was sitting next to Angelo and Lisa was sucking him off for anyone who wished to see.

After a while, the snakes were put back in their cages before the horny couples scurried off to their rooms.

I continued studying Nat’s face as they left, careful no to say a word. But she was certainly disappointed to see them go.

She finally turned towards me and noticed me staring at her.

“What?” she asked.

I thought for a moment and had a sudden thought popped into my head as if from nowhere.

“Let’s go for a walk on the beach,” I said.

She turned her head to the side and looked at me, confused. She shrugged her shoulders.

“Okay.”

������

IT WAS nearing sunset as we walked down to the beach and took a stroll. Dozens of other resorts lined the shore, but the area around Hidden Cove was tucked away on a much larger tract of land with plenty of palm trees and foliage for privacy. Which, I suppose was intentional since it was called Hidden Cove.

We held hands and walked in silence. We were the only ones on the beach it seemed. After about a hundred yards or so, Nat stopped and turned to me.

“What’s wrong?” she asked.

I stood there and blinked. Huh?

The question caught me off guard. It was one of those moments where I hadn’t yet realized something was off and Nat had already picked up on it. Must have been my body language or the way I was carrying myself.

So, what was it? I could only think of one thing. What Angelo had said to me back at the breakfast buffet about the look in Nat’s eyes when she saw it. And that I too had a look about me.

Was that what was bothering me? The things he had so casually and coolly implied about us?

“Hello?” she said, probing my eyes for some sign of life.

“Sorry, no. Nothing, it’s silly.”

“What?”

I hesitated for a moment and then thought, what the hell. We’re mature adults. We can talk about these things.

“Just something Angelo said to me back at the breakfast buffett. About you…or us. I don’t know.”

She tilted her head, something she did when her interest was piqued.

“Oh? And what was that?”

“Nothing, it was stupid.”

She reached out and pinched my arm.

“Ouch,” I said, trying to rub the pain away.

“Tell me weirdo,” she said with a smile and held her hand out to indicate she was ready to strike again if I didn’t spill the beans.

“Alright, alright. Jeez. Well, you know how we had a bit of a front row seat to his wife’s - uh Lisa’s - little show yesterday…”

“And today,” she said with a nod.

“Right, well, he said he was watching us watch his wife and that you couldn’t take your eyes off it. He said you had the look - that we had the look - that we were curious or something.”

“Okay?”

“Well, I don’t know, I mean he made it seem like we were, you know, freaks-in-waiting or something, like we had gotten a taste and we liked what we saw but were too shy to maybe, you know…”

“Do something about it?”

“Yeah, and then it happened again today. I was watching you the whole time too, and I saw what he was talking about. I saw the look. You hardly blinked. And I even saw you lick your lips.”

“You did not!” she said with indignant laughter.

“I swear it’s true.” But she was so confident in her denial it had me doubting what I saw.

Nat stood there smiling, shaking her head. Now that it was all out in the open, I felt a tad ridiculous.

Ridiculous, but not wrong.

“Ben,” she said, putting a hand on my forearm, “Angelo doesn’t know what he’s talking about.”

She leaned up and kissed me.

“Really?” I said.

“Really,” she said, but there was something in her voice that sounded less steady. Less certain than just before.

I swallowed hard just then, choosing my words carefully.

“Because, he also couldn’t stop gushing about how gorgeous you are. Him and Lisa. She joked about fucking you…” I was breathing hard now as I spilled the details and felt blood rushing to my cock despite my best efforts. “I think they'd both enjoy playing with you if given half the chance. They were practically drooling.”

Something changed in her eyes just then.

“Really?” she said, her voice barely a whisper.

“Yeah, really,” I said, whispering back. We were suddenly right up against one another. Our bodies trembling in anticipation of something we hadn’t quite said out loud yet but had nonetheless just passed between us and was understood.

“Well, that’s…interesting,” she said, then I felt her hand on my cock, “and so is this.” She squeezed it gently. I was harder than I could ever remember and I didn’t quite know why.

Was it the thought of another man and his wife both having such unabashed, carnal desire for my wife? Was it the swinging couples and the shows we’d been treated to at the pool? Was it everything rolled into one?

Then a series of images flashed in my brain. Rough, quick cuts. The scene at the pool yesterday. Only it wasn’t Lisa sucking on a big, black cock. It was Nat. Holy shit. Then it was the scene today. Only it wasn’t the hot blonde sucking on Angelo’s big, fat hog. Again, it was Nat.

Gulp.

“What are you thinking about?” she asked, looking down at my cock, admiring the bulge.

I gritted my teeth and swallowed hard.

“I’m afraid to say,” I whispered.

But I didn’t need to. We both knew it already.

Nat looked over her shoulder. Still no one in sight. Then she looked over mine towards a little alcove set back off the beach surrounded by a cluster of tall, black rocks - boulders really. It was the perfect spot for…

“Fuck me,” she said.

“What?!” I said, my voice getting a little too loud as I looked around wildly for signs of human life. “Here? Really?”

She bit her bottom lip and nodded.

“I’ve never had sex on the beach before, have you?”

No. I hadn’t. I shook my head in the negative.

“When in Rome, right?” Nat said, a mischievous look in her eyes.

“When in Rome,” I replied. And she led me by the hand, raging hard on between my legs over to the little private alcove on the beach that faced out towards the ocean.

The sun was creeping down near the horizon as crystal azure waves gently crashed and lapped at the shoreline.

It was beautiful and it was perfect.
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ONCE WE FELT we were safely out of view from any potential onlookers, we embraced and started making out. Within a few seconds, I was reaching around her back and untying her bikini top. I watched as it floated to the ground and landed in the sand between her feet.

Nat was now topless. In public. Of course, there was no one there but me to see it. But nonetheless we had stepped out onto a ledge that neither of us had ever been on and I could sense we were about to jump right off it.

“Holy shit,” I whispered, admiring her body. Her natural tits still hung tightly to her chest, firm and proud, showing no signs of sag whatsoever.

She smirked at me and eyed my trunks.

“Your turn,” she said.

I hesitated. Was I really about to go full-nude on the beach in Mexico? Were we really about to do this? The couple who less than twenty-four hours ago was planning to get out of this place as fast as humanly possible? That couple?

Well, yes. Yes I was. And yes we were.

I took a deep breath and dropped trou. My trunks fell to my ankles and landed in a crumpled mess in the sand. I felt the cool sea breeze blowing in off the water. I was stark raving naked. Standing across from the most beautiful woman I’d ever seen and the one I loved with all my heart, my wife. Her perfectly tan skin, supple breasts, and luscious curves taunted and called to me. A true Siren’s song.

We were entering dangerous waters, even if we didn’t know it yet. But it was exhilarating and new and intense. So we pressed on, damn the torpedoes. It was full steam ahead.

Nat stared at my cock.

“God, baby. You’re so hard,” she whispered, taking a step closer to me. I grabbed her hips and pulled her into my body, pressing my cock against the warmth of her tummy. I cupped her right breast in my hand and began to feast on it. Suckling and slurping and gently biting her erect nipple.

I knew no one could see us - or perhaps more aptly, no one was watching us - but the fact that it was even possible, that it was conceivable that someone could, from the right angle, see us or happen upon us not only didn’t frighten me at all, it actually heightened my sense of arousal. I almost wished someone was there to see it. I almost wished we were doing this back at the pool.

Almost. The thought of it seemed to be plenty to get my juices flowing at their highest speed.

Nat reached down and wrapped her hand around my dick and gently tugged on it as we made out.

“I need you inside me,” she said, finally breaking off our kiss.

She reached down and shed her bikini bottom. The final article of clothing that separated us from this world and the world of the nude. The final frontier was now firmly on the horizon: public sex.

Nat got down on all fours in the sand, now completely and utterly naked, and I knelt down behind her and got between her legs.

“Are we really gonna do this?” I asked, not slowing down one bit but still in shock at how quickly things had escalated to this point.

“Fuck yes, we are,” she said, shimmying her ass a little in my face. “Stick that hard dick in me right now, fuck me, Ben. Fuck me.”

She was practically moaning as she begged. Each one of us had been absolutely overcome with lust and longing after what had just been said between us and perhaps more importantly what had not been said and yet still understood.

I reached down and grabbed her hips once more, my hands digging into her tight and toned flesh. I pulled her closer to me, pressing the head of my cock against her entrance and finding no resistance whatsoever, only wetness and warmth. The luscious, velvety feeling spread down my shaft as I pressed myself all the way inside her until there was nothing left of me.

“Yessss,” she hissed, grabbing handfuls of sand as she shut her eyes tightly and exhaled in ecstasy.

“You feel so…” I took a deep breath, “nice. So…wet and warm.”

It was wild and raw. Primal and animalistic.

My dick was bigger. Had to be. Now, I’m no fool. I know that’s not really possible. But I touched places inside Nat that I’d never felt before. I chalked it up to a little extra blood pumping into my shaft from my state of heightened arousal. Perhaps it gave me only an extra one-sixteenth of an inch. Maybe less. But it was enough.

It was magic. And soon she was coming, loud, hard, fast, and intense. Pure bliss. I’d never made her feel that way before. Of that, I was certain.

And she just kept begging for more.

I entered a zone. A flow state. A plane of existence where all of my senses were heightened and tuned to the max, and then past even that. I could smell the sea. I could hear the waves. I watched as the stars crept across the sky, chasing the sun as it slinked away. I felt and heard and tasted all of that without ever losing focus on my wife and the way she was making me feel and I her. The sensory experiences were secondary and yet primary at the same time, informing and enhancing one another as they danced in and out of my conscious mind.

I lost myself in the fuck.

We went at each other like that, relentlessly, for what felt like nearly an hour as the last of the sun’s rays eventually disappeared, leaving that faint, lovely light glowing in the distance across the sea.

“Come inside me,” she whispered into the creeping darkness.

“Are you sure?”

“Yes, fill me up baby. I want to feel you inside me, please,” she said.

I felt her clutching tightly around my dick as her pussy tried to extract all that I had in me. And I willingly gave it to her.

As I was climaxing she came again, this time softly. Low moans, almost whimpers, came from her throat as she shook and writhed and accepted my seed.

When we were finished, I stood up and picked up her bikini bottom and handed it to her.

I grabbed my trunks and slipped them on.

“Where’s my top?” Nat whispered.

I spun around and looked but could not see it.

We searched, meticulously for the next fifteen minutes.

But to no avail.

“Shit, what are we gonna do? We left all our stuff back up at the pool,” I said. I was worried this was going to ruin everything about the moment we just shared.

But then the opposite thing happened.

Nat just raised an eyebrow at me and shrugged her shoulders.

“When in Rome,” she said.

“When in,” I stopped, “We really need something less…cliche-ey.”

“Agreed,” she said and stepped out from behind the rocks, topless. My come still inside her and probably dripping out between her legs and into her bikini bottoms.

I stood there frozen and watched her take a few steps in the sand. When she reached the perimeter of the alcove, she stopped and turned around, flashing a devilish grin at me.

“Well? Ya coming, or not?”

It was our second round of truly great sex in less than twenty-four hours. Clearly, there was something to this whole lifestyle resort thing.

My cock got hard all over again as I trotted towards her to catch up.


Chapter Thirteen

The beach was still empty. Even more so than before now that we were firmly under the cover of dark. There still wasn’t a soul around.

When we were about fifty yards from the wooden boardwalk that bridged the pool area with the sandy beach, I stopped. Having second thoughts, I grabbed Nat by the wrist and pulled on her arm.

“Ow, what are you doing?” she asked.

In my nervous excitement, perhaps I’d yanked just a little too hard.

“Sorry,” I whispered. Looking around again for any signs of life. “Are you, I mean are you sure you want to do this?”

“What choice do we have?” she said impatiently. Her arms were firmly at her side. She wasn’t even the least bit tempted to cross them over her chest and scurry back to the room. Not that she had anything to be ashamed of or that she should want to hide them. But she seemed to stand up taller, straighter. A more confident and at ease posture. She was owning this. No doubt about it and when you considered her personality, well, I suppose it made quite a bit of sense. She never half assed anything.

“Well, I mean…I could run back up to the pool and grab a towel or something.”

Nat rolled her eyes at me.

“Please, and leave me here on the beach all by myself in the dark? No thanks.”

“Fair point,” I said.

We stood there for a moment and then Nat sighed.

“You’re not scared are you? Or embarrassed?”

“What? No, no. Not at all. I just thought…”

She raised an eyebrow.

“Well let’s go then. Because I’m not embarrassed and I’m starving and I want to shower before dinner. And I’d actually like to make it to dinner tonight if that’s alright with you.”

She winked at me and turned and started walking towards the wooden planks.

I chased after her.

“Hey, that was as much your fault as it was mine!” I said with a smile.

As we approached the set of three steps up onto the boardwalk, I was feeling totally at ease. Not worried one bit about the fact that my wife was about to traipse right through a public pool area at a swingers resort (at which we were in fact guests) and expose her bare torso to anyone who wanted to have a looksee.

I was completely comfortable and at peace with the way things were going, my mind was drifting back off to the two rounds of great sex we’d had and, getting a little greedy, wondering just how many more lie ahead of us.

That is until I heard heavy footsteps thudding on the boardwalk, heading in our direction, accompanied by a familiar, deep belly-laugh that seemed to shake the very air around us as we drew closer.

Oh no.

“Ben!” a booming voice cried out.

It was Angelo and Lisa. They were all cleaned up and dressed in going-out clothes, not swimsuits. Both were smiling ear to ear, holding hands, completely and utterly in love with one another.

When they were about ten yards away, I saw them stop. Their eyes were no longer on me.

They were on Nat. Topless Nat. Topless Nat in her cum-soaked bikini bottoms that were the only thing concealing her freshly fucked and cream-filled pussy.

Ho-lee-shit as Nat would say. Talk about fate.

Nat kept walking and I followed until we were standing right in front of Angelo and Lisa on the wooden boardwalk. I could see the pool area over his big, broad shoulders. It was empty.

So close and yet so far from getting away with the whole damn thing.

“Why, you must be the lovely Nat,” Angelo said with a grin, raking his hungry eyes over my wife’s body before turning to me and raising a knowing eyebrow.

If Nat was at all uncomfortable, she wasn’t showing any signs whatsoever.

“That’s me,” she said with a smile.

“Sunset walk on the beach?” he asked, looking back and forth between us. Only that wasn’t really what he was asking. His tone was more like, well, well, well, you two just had the fuck of your lives, didn’t you?

There was an awkward beat shared between the four of us before Lisa stepped in and relieved the tension.

“Hi, I’m Lisa,” she said with a smile and offered her hand to Nat. “This is my husband Angelo, don’t pay him any mind. He's a big, ugly brute but he’s harmless. Mostly.” She slapped playfully at his big, barrel chest.

Nat took her hand and shook it.

“Nice to meet you Lisa. Hi Angelo,” she said with a smile.

Angelo gave a small wave.

I cleared my throat.

“Hello again, Ben,” Lisa said with a wicked grin. I nodded hello.

Just before I was about to make an attempt at gracefully extracting ourselves from the situation and avoiding anyone mentioning anything at all about the fact that my wife was topless…

“Can I just say, you have amazing tits,” Lisa said.

And there it was.

Nat almost blushed.

“Thank you,” she said and looked down at them. Angelo looked at them too and soon I was staring at them. Now, we were all four staring at them.

But once again, if Nat was uncomfortable being in such a vulnerable position, you wouldn’t know it.

“Are they natural?” Lisa asked.

Nat shook her head yes which drew a jealous gasp from Lisa.

“Amazing. You are so lucky! I had to have mine done,” she said pointing to her own, surgically enhanced breasts that were barely hidden by the sleek, tight burgundy dress she was wearing. Or perhaps more accurately the burgundy skirt she was wearing as if it were a dress.

“Oh thanks,” Nat said sheepishly, then, “yours look really nice too.”

Lisa waved a hand at her as if to say, why thank you but they don’t hold a candle to yours, honey.

“Would you mind?” Lisa asked, taking a step closer to Nat and reaching out a hand, “I mean, could I feel them?”

She asked it like it was the most natural thing in the world. Almost the way you might ask someone if it’s alright if you pet their dog when you’re out for a walk or something.

“Sure, I don’t mind,” Nat said.

I shook my head. Uh, what? Did she just?

And then it was happening.

First Lisa reached out with one hand and gently touched. Gasping lightly.

“Wow,” she said. Then she reached out with both hands, palms up and held both of Nats breasts in her hands, bouncing them up and down as if she was running some kind of diagnostic test.

“Look at that honey,” she said to Angelo, “aren’t they beautiful?”

Angelo nodded his head but he was looking at me the whole time, watching for my reaction.

I couldn’t believe any of this was real. First the public sex on the beach and now this? I must be dreaming. I watched the sexy and mature Lisa fondle my wife’s breasts like they were some rare artifact and I felt myself go hard as a diamond.

“You’re a lucky guy, Ben,” he said and gently punched my shoulder.

“Thanks,” I said meekly.

Finally, Lisa let go of Nat’s boobs.

“Sorry, I get a little over zealous sometimes, I hope I didn’t make you uncomfortable,” Lisa said with a smile.

Nat’s eyes seemed on fire once again and she didn’t seem to mind all this attention in the least.

“Not at all, I don’t mind,” Nat said.

Another awkward pause followed.

Then Angelo clapped his hands together.

“Alright, honey. Let’s leave these two lovebirds alone, I’m sure they want to go get cleaned up and have a nice romantic dinner. Isn’t that right, Ben?”

My lips formed a thin smile as everyone’s gaze shifted to me.

Lisa seemed to ignore Angelo for a moment, at least she didn’t move right away. I could see the wheels spinning in her head.

“Well, hey…we’re going to take a little moonlight stroll and then get some dinner too. Do you guys want to maybe meet us, say around eight, at the steakhouse restaurant maybe? I forget the name,” Lisa said. She just blurted it out. Like we were old friends and of course we’d like to join them for dinner. And heck, maybe a public blowjob or two. Then who knows? We’d see where the night took us, wouldn’t we?

“We’d love to,” Nat said quickly.

I shot a quick glance at her but she didn’t look over at me. In fact, it was almost like she forgot I was there and had she not used the word we’d, I might have thought she had.

“Perfect,” Lisa said.

“Hey, that’s swell,” Angelo said, punching my arm again.

Before I had time to object, they were pushing past us down the boardwalk and disappeared onto the sand.

Nat and I turned to each other. Before I could say anything, she stood on her tippy toes and leaned up to kiss me.

“Shall we?” she said.

But she scampered off towards the pool before I could reply.


Chapter Fourteen

Nat and I were a little late getting down to the main level for dinner at DeMonte’s (that was the name of the steakhouse restaurant as it turned out). But there we were, really doing this thing. Whatever this thing was. Nat and I had agreed, while we got ready, that it was going to be nothing more than a friendly dinner. It was our last night and we might as well make the best of it and try to socialize in some way.

So much for not talking to anyone.

We’d also agreed, however, to keep an open mind and see where the night took us because, well, it was our last night. So, I had no idea just what exactly the plan was. But we trusted one another and for the time being we were just going to go with the flow.

Angelo and Lisa had changed clothes. Angelo wore dark denim jeans and a white and black striped button down shirt. He looked masculine and confident standing there with his bombshell of a wife. Lisa was now wearing a sexy, black dress that was a little more restaurant-appropriate in terms of length than the burgundy one but still managed to show more cleavage this time around. She was still a total knockout either way and clearly didn’t mind letting it all hang out.

Once again I have to say, as I always must, she wasn’t quite on Nat’s level. But then again, no one ever will be. Not in my eyes. Nat was wearing an off-shoulder, cream-colored dress that hugged her curves and complimented her tight ass quite well.

Me? Well, I looked alright too. Pretty much the same as Angelo though without quite the same level of masculine stature.

They greeted us warmly, like old friends. Lisa hugged me tightly and rubbed my back and Angelo and I shook hands after he took Nat’s dainty hand in his big, meaty paw and kissed it gently. Ordinarily, I think Nat would have found that kind of thing lame and gross. But Angelo managed to pull it off. He even made her blush. Quite the charmer that Angelo. I couldn’t deny it.

“I love your dress,” Lisa said to Nat.

“Oh, thank you. I love yours too,” Nat said.

Lisa looked down and smoothed out her dress. She had a small, thin gold bracelet clasped around her ankle. I noticed Nat noticing it.

“Oh yeah,” she said, laughing and looking at Angelo, “we took a little detour during our stroll if you know what I mean.”

Angelo let out a deep belly laugh. My mind drifted away from the anklet.

“What can I say? Moonlight walks on the beach make me horny.” Lisa slapped his shoulder playfully.

“Everything makes you horny, hun,” she said, rolling her eyes.

“That’s that voracious appetite I was telling you about, Ben,” he said with a wink.

Nat and I chuckled somewhat nervously.

“I could really use a bite to eat,” Nat finally said.

“And maybe a drink or two,” I added.

Everyone laughed.

“You read my mind,” Angelo said, “let’s go inside and get a table. I’m famished,” he said, patting his muscular belly.

He took Lisa by the hand and led us all inside.

Angelo seemed to know everyone inside, including the staff. We were seated at a prime table in a prime location and were immediately doted upon by what felt like an army of waiters and waitresses.

“Bottle of wine guys? I’m buyin,’” Angelo said and slapped the table. “Sorry, sorry. Lame all-inclusive joke but I can’t help myself. I have to do it.”

Lisa rolled her eyes.

“Wine would be great,” Nat said.

“What do you guys drink?” Lisa asked.

Nat and I looked at each other and shrugged our shoulders.

“We’re not picky,” Nat said.

Angelo nodded and thought for a moment, then got the waiter’s attention.

He ordered three bottles and gave strict instructions on when to bring out each one. I couldn’t quite make out the names but they were all Chateau-something or others and they were all very old. I scanned the menu and realized they were in a special section of “add-ons.” I.e. bottles of wine that were so expensive they were most certainly not part of the all inclusive deal. They would be tacked on to the final bill.

I tallied them up in my head, getting a little nervous at how much this would cost us and then I reminded myself that we were fine. We could afford it. When in Rome, right?

God, what was wrong with me? I was becoming insanely withdrawn and neurotic as Nat made conversation with Angelo and Lisa and I sat there like some off-duty mime who’d forgotten to clock out for the day.

“Yo, Ben?” It was Angelo’s voice snapping me out of my downward and inward spiral. “I asked what you did for a living.”

“Oh, uh. Boring stuff. Computer programming. Product development.”

Then Nat chimed in.

“He’s being modest. He’s the Senior VP of Product Development for a hot new tech startup.”

“That right?” Angelo said.

“Yep, just closed our Series A. Big money coming in,” I said.

“That’s great,” Lisa said, though it was unclear to me if she even understood what a Series A was. Personally, I hardly did myself.

“And what about you, Nat?” Angelo said, turning his intense attention towards my wife. The wine arrived as he asked and the waiter poured him a small sip. He tasted and approved.

“I’m a lawyer.”

“Oh yeah? What kind?”

“Criminal defense, financial crimes mostly.”

“Really?” Angelo said, sitting up straight and fingering his wine glass, amused.

“Yeah, I was in the public sector on the other side of the fight so-to-speak. Assistant U.S. Attorney for the Southern District of New York. But I decided to sell out and cash in.”

Angelo whistled.

“No kidding, that’s really funny. I used to be a derivatives trader for a big hedge fund on Wall Street myself. Made a bundle and got the heck out. Too much stress.”

The waiter finished pouring us each a glass of wine and the conversation shifted as Angelo raised his glass to make a toast.

“To our new friends, Ben and Nat,” he said.

“Aww, thanks,” Nat said.

I simply nodded along like an idiot and said nothing.

The four of us clinked glasses and took sips.

Ordinarily, I could care less about what kind of wine I’m drinking or where it’s from or how much it costs. But this? This was unbelievable. I’d never tasted anything like it in my life.

I eagerly sucked down my first glass and Angelo kept it flowing as we ordered dinner and dug in.

It was a long, leisurely meal. Angelo put away several appetizers and two entrees all by himself.

I think I was at least five or six glasses deep when the dessert menu came out.

“Oh no thanks, none for me,” I said, patting my belly like Angelo, “I’m full.”

Angelo scanned the menu.

“How about you, Nat? Hungry for anything sweet?” he said, raising his eyebrow.

Nat looked over the menu.

“No I don’t think I could,” she said with a polite frown.

“How bout you, babe?” he asked, turning to his wife.

Lisa thought for a moment and smiled.

“Well, you know I could always go for some chocolate,” she said, her voice dripping with innuendo. It was an unmistakable reference to the giant, black cock she’d sucked right in front of us the day prior.

Angelo chuckled.

“Don’t I know it, alright…let’s see. Wanna split the lava cake?”

“Deal,” she said.

Angelo ordered the lava cake and we watched them eat it.
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AFTER DESSERT Angelo ordered a bottle of expensive Port. Apparently he and Lisa had grown quite fond of it after a recent trip to Portugal and he insisted that we just had to have some.

So, naturally we did. I thought it tasted like boozy raisins and frankly didn’t see what all the fuss was about. But Nat and I liked it just fine enough to keep on pouring it down our gullets. Growing ever drunker and more incautious in the process.

That’s when the conversation turned from polite and casual to the thing that I had secretly hoped it would from the start.

“So, Ben,” Angelo began, sipping on his cut crystal glass of dark, syrupy Port, “you still curious?”

I turned my head to the side. In my slightly tipsy stupor I was a little slow on the uptake you might say and had I been a little more alert I may have understood.

“I’m sorry,” I said, looking at Nat to indicate I had no idea what he was talking about.

“This morning,” he said, like come on, you remember. “You were asking me how it worked, you know?”

Nat turned and looked at me and playfully slapped my shoulder. Lisa smiled expectantly.

“Oh is that right, is that what you asked Ben?”

Angelo smiled at Nat and nodded.

“Yeah, he seemed quite interested to tell you the truth. That’s when I invited him, the both of you really, to meet us for drinks this afternoon in our suite. I was going to, you know, fill him in.”

“But you never showed,” Lisa said, pretending to be hurt.

“Nah, no big deal,” Angelo said, waving her off, “but I was thinking, you know, here we are. We’ve got drinks. It’s a public place so maybe you’re a little more comfortable than you would’ve been in our room. So, I started wondering, if maybe you were still interested in knowing more about the lifestyle.”

He smiled and finished the rest of his Port in one big swallow.

“The lifestyle?” Nat asked, giggling a little. I could tell she was somewhere between tipsy and drunk and although she was in full control now, it was a delicate balancing act. If she went too hard too fast, I might lose her for the night and I didn’t want that.

Angelo looked at me, eyebrows raised as if to say, Well, pal? I asked you a question. I’m gonna need your permission before I continue here.

“You know, whatever. If you feel like it, I was just curious, I don’t mean to pry. I just figured since we’re here…”

“Oh so, your interest is purely academic?” he said in a patronizing tone.

“Don’t listen to him,” Nat said, suddenly very excited. I could almost hear her heart beating faster. “I’m very interested. I mean, obviously…”

She looked around and caught herself. Her intellect won out and she just stopped saying whatever it was she was about to say. Lisa reached out and put a gentle hand on her wrist and smiled warmly at her.

“Relax. I totally understand. I’ve been through it already. Everything you’re feeling is totally natural. Expected. But let’s just put it out in the open alright? Cards on the table so we can stop pussyfooting around here,” she smiled at us and looked over at Angelo before continuing on.

“A few hours ago, I was fondling your tits on the beach. Remember?”

Nat nodded, who could forget? That was something I’d never forget. I know it was a rhetorical question but still. Who could forget?

“And a few hours before that, you watched my husband getting a blowjob in the pool. And the day before that you watched me sucking on another man’s big, black cock so there’s reason to be so delicate or handle us with kid gloves. We know what you guys were doing on the beach when we ran into you. No judgments. That’s fucking hot. Good for you guys, I say.

Then she leaned in closer.

“We’re secure in who we are and what we do. So, ask away. Ask as many questions as you want. Or don’t…it’s totally up to you guys.”

Angelo reached out a hand and stopped her.

“Whoa, whoa, whoa. Let’s not give away all our secrets here, huh? How about this, let’s start with one question and take it from there?”

Nat took a deep breath and then launched.

“I want to know everything,” she said, “I don’t even know where to start.”

Then I chimed in.

“How did you…I mean, how did this all start?”

Angelo smiled.

“Ahh, excellent question. Begin at the beginning. Very smart, Ben.”

He poured himself another glass of Port and took a swig before continuing.

“Well look, how does anything start? In almost every other way, we’re a totally normal couple. Been married fifteen years. Two kids. One boy, one girl. Semi-retired at the moment, as I mentioned,” he said, winking at Nat, “But we’ve just always been sexually voracious people. A little adventurous, exhibitionists, you might say. And one day we got the bright idea it might be fun to check out a place like this and just kind of, feel it out. See what there was to see. We could lounge around in the nude, get some great stories…”

Lisa chimed in.

“We never really intended to go full on into the swinging thing. I just wanted to let my tits hang out on the beach and maybe give my husband a blowjob by the pool.”

“Right, exactly,” Angelo said. “But well, as I think you two have found, the atmosphere can be really, let’s say stimulating and well, I always found the idea of Lisa fooling around with other men very arousing. I’m not one of those macho, possessive guys. I like to celebrate my wife’s sexuality and femininity. Long story short, an opportunity presented itself on our last night and we took the plunge. Haven’t looked back since.”

He took another big swig from his wine glass finishing the last of the Port.

“So, but…how do you…” Nat was stammering, trying to formulate her question. I’d never seen her so tongue-tied in my life.

Angelo held up a hand to stop her.

“I’ll tell you what. Offer still stands, Ben. Why don’t you two come up for a little night cap and we can talk about it all you want. You can ask questions till the sun comes up,” he said with a wicked smile.

I knew what he was proposing. Again, I knew, intellectually, that the socially correct response was a polite no thank you. I knew that if we went up to that room, a simple Q&A session was not at all what they had in mind.

“Okay,” Nat said quickly, sitting up straight and looking over at me.

“What?” I said, a little too low for anyone to hear. Lisa’s face lit up and Angelo slapped the table, excited.

“Terrific!” he said.

Then he flagged down one of the waitstaff.

“We’re all finished, could we get the check when you have a minute, please and thank you. Everything was wonderful.”

The check arrived and Angelo immediately swooped across the table to grab it with his big meaty paw.

“Please, allow me,” he said. I was doing the math in my head and we’d easily accrued thousands upon thousands of dollars in expensive wines and extra add-ons. I couldn’t just let him pay for it all. But he wasn’t having it.

“No, no. I insist, at least let’s split it down the middle.”

Angelo dismissed me with a wave of his hand as he signed the check and added a tip.

“Nonsense,” he said as he finished and handed the check back to the first waiter he saw.

He wiped his face one final time and stood up.

“Now, let’s head up for that night cap. Shall we?”

Without another word spoken between us, Nat and I stood up and silently looked at one another. We were doing this. But this time there was no ambiguity or wondering what this was. We were walking into the belly of the beast, the inner most cave and we were doing it willingly and with our eyes wide the fuck open.

It all felt like a dream, but there we were, following them up to their room. Once we were inside, all bets would be off.


Chapter Fifteen

ROOM 525 WAS a palatial suite. Ours paled in comparison. This was undoubtedly a high-roller suite. I could not imagine what the nightly rate must have been when I considered what we had plunked down for our tiny, little room. Nat and I were extremely well off but it seemed that Angelo and Lisa possessed a level of wealth that was almost incomprehensible.

“Something to drink?” Angelo asked almost immediately upon the door closing shut behind us. It was almost as if the click of the lock was a trigger in his mind to ask us. I half expected that if I opened the door and shut it again, he would ask the exact same question in the exact same way upon hearing the click.

“Sure,” I said. “Nat?”

“Yeah, I’ll have something.”

“What’ll it be?” Angelo said with a smile and a sweeping gesture of his hand. He motioned across the room toward a stocked marble bar. “We got it all.”

“I’ll say,” I said, taking note of some expensive bourbon towards the end of the right side of the bar. Angelo noticed me noticing the bourbon and didn’t even bother to ask. He walked over and began pouring me a healthy glass.

“And for the lady?” he said, turning around to look at Nat. There was something different in his eyes. Hunger, yes. But more than that. They were burning for something - or someone.

Where was Lisa, I suddenly wondered. She’d disappeared into the bedroom as soon as we got inside and had been in there for what seemed like a while.

“Same is good,” Nat said, nodding toward the bottle of bourbon from which he’d just poured my drink.

Angelo winked at her.

“Whiskey gal? I like that.”

He poured himself a third glass and motioned for us to come over and join him at the bar.

“To new friends,” he said, offering a toast.

We clinked glasses and took long, measured sips from our tumblers.

The warm burn of the alcohol coated my throat and lit a fire in my belly.

I looked at Nat and she was staring at Angelo, not in the same way he was with her but more like studying him - wondering what to make of the whole situation.

She was assessing him as she would a legal case.

Or so I told myself.

Before I could finish my thought, there came a knock on the door.

Angelo raised an eyebrow at us and walked across the room to answer it.

Nat and I looked at each other with mild alarm.

“Who do you think that is?” she whispered, locking her arm around mine and giving it a squeeze.

She looked so beautiful. So radiant. So positively delicious and alluring.

“I don’t know,” I whispered back. But I had an idea of who it might be. And deep down, I knew who I hoped it might be.

The door swung wide and Angelo stepped aside as a small parade of people began to enter the room. Some of them I recognized, some I did not. There were a few couples, one from the pool the other day. The young blonde. The one Angelo had been enjoying. And her husband.

And then there he was. The young black man. The athletic and built stud whose dick we’d watched Lisa suck in front of the entire pool…really the one that started it all. The reason we were standing here with dumb looks on our faces.

I quickly shot a glance at Nat and there it was. The same look she’d worn at the pool. She licked her lips again and her face seemed flush. It was all within microseconds, but it was unmistakable. I saw it before she could steady herself and regain her composure.

She met my gaze and raised an eyebrow.

“What?” she whispered.

“Nothing,” I whispered back.

“What exactly are we supposed to do now?” I asked.

She shrugged and scanned the room.

“We can hang for a bit and see what happens.”

“I think we know what’s going to happen.”

She rolled her eyes at me as if to say no duh, stop taking me so literally.

“Let’s just see what happens,” she repeated, more firmly this time, “and if we don’t like it, we’ll bail.”

I was nervous as all get out and not sure what to do. I was not meant for ambiguous situations like this. Not by a long shot. I needed clearly defined parameters.

Nat grabbed my forearm and squeezed it.

“Okay?”

I took a deep breath and steadied myself.

“Okay, yeah. Okay.”

“Should we go introduce ourselves?”

I looked across the room at the crowd that had gathered around Angelo.

The young couple from the pool and the two athletic, young and hung, black men. Plus me and Nat.

Angelo and Lisa made eight.

This was shaping up to be some kind of full on orgy by my calculations.

Five cocks. Three pussies.

Speaking of Lisa, where was she anyway?

“Oh my god,” I heard Nat whisper.

I turned and looked to see Lisa walking out of the master suite in a bright-blue bikini that might as well have been dental floss.

My cock hardened to steel as my jaw dropped to the floor.

Angelo stuck his fingers in his mouth and gave a whistle.

“Who’s ready to hit the hot tub?” Lisa said, shimmying her hips.

It seemed everyone couldn’t wait to join in. The young couple stripped out of their clothes and pranced toward the balcony where the hot tub was.

Nat and I looked at each other - we weren’t wearing any swimsuits.

For the moment, it appeared no one remembered we existed. If we wanted to, we could slink away, right out the door and back to our room and it would have probably been hours until anyone noticed we were gone.

Well, maybe not Angelo - he’d probably notice Nat was missing. She was the prize he had his eye on afterall. He could play it cool all he wanted but I knew what his angle was here.

Did that mean I would get a chance at Lisa?

Gulp.

My cock throbbed.

For the first time, I went there. Not just thinking about what it would be like if Nat were with someone else but also thinking about what it would be like to experience the very same thing for myself.

What would that be like?

I immediately felt guilty of a terrible crime.

“What should we do?” Nat whispered.

I peered out toward the balcony.

Not everyone was in the hot tub. At least not yet.

“We can just go out there. Finish our drinks and then politely excuse ourselves…” I said, my voice trailing off.

“Really?” Nat said, raising an eyebrow. “You know if we go out there…”

Her voice trailed off.

“What? What happens?”

“Things could get…weird.”

I shook my head and laughed.

“I think we’re already well past weird at this point, don’t you?”

Nat giggled.

“Yeah, yeah we sure are.”

I took her hand in mine and she squeezed as our fingers interlaced with one another.

“Look, we don’t have to do anything, alright? We can just…”

“Watch?” Nat said, finishing my sentence.

“Yeah,” I said. “Or not.”

Then her face got serious.

“Ben, can I tell you something?”

My heart began to race.

“Anything,” I said.

“If we go out there and things start to…you know, go down…I don’t know if I’ll be able to control myself.”

Then my heart nearly skipped a beat.

“What do you mean?” I asked, my voice barely above a whisper.

“Well,” she said, pulling me closer, “I keep thinking about what it would be like…”

I thought I was going to pass out. The anticipation of what would come out her mouth next was so high.

“I keep thinking about what it would be like to suck your cock in front of everyone,” she said finally. “To have you take me in front of an audience. And…”

I couldn’t believe my ears.

“And what? What else?”

But it was too late, Nat turned and began walking toward the balcony to join the crowd. Angelo looked over and saw her coming. He grinned from ear to ear.

I began to follow Nat over.

“Hey, look everyone - here they come finally! Give Natalie and Ben a warm welcome, will ya?”

Everyone, and I mean everyone, turned toward us and raised a glass. I could see the hunger and thirst in their eyes.

The two young, black studs were especially hungry.

But the hungriest one of all was Angelo.

He was downright insatiable. That voracious appetite of his was on full display.

I could see it all over his face.


Chapter Sixteen

LISA WAS IN THE HOT TUB, still wearing her dental floss bikini and sipping on a cocktail. Angelo was smoking a cigar off to the side and the young couple from the pool were in the hot tub across from Lisa.

“Marco? Why don’t you join me in the tub?” Lisa called out to the young athletic black man. He smiled and was only too happy to oblige. He looked at Angelo who gave a slight nod of assent and he walked up the steps and hopped in next to Lisa. His dark ebony arm was soon wrapped around her neck and soon after that, they were making out.

Nat and I watched curiously from the other side of the hot tub, opposite where Angelo stood.

“You kids going to join in or are you just here to watch?” he asked playfully. I must have given him a nervous or angry look or something because he immediately held his hands up and laughed.

“Hey, relax. I’m just kidding. You’re free to watch. No pressure.”

Before I could say anything, Nat shot playfully back. She could always dish it out as well as she could take it. She wrapped her arm around my waist.

“What about you Angelo?” she asked, raising an eyebrow as if to say, hey buddy, looks like you’re the odd man out.

Angelo was leaning on the balcony, looking out at the ocean, but this playful comment caused him to stand up and turn toward us so his shoulders were facing us squarely.

“Oh,” he said, puffing on his cigar, “don’t worry about me sweetheart. I always get mine. Don’t you worry about that.”

He stared at Nat with hungry eyes and stood there staring for some time. I could feel Nat was getting excited. Her chest was heaving up and down next to me. Her breath was ragged.

“Let’s get in the hot tub,” she said suddenly to me.

I looked at her sideways.

“We didn’t bring our swimsuits,” I said, thinking, “do you want to go back down to our room to get them?”

Angelo waved a hand.

“We got plenty of suits, plus,” he said, turning to the scene in the hot tub, “I don’t think you’ll need them very long.

The young couple were now completely naked and making out. Marco and Lisa were completely naked as well as Marco slurped on one of her surgically enhanced breasts.

Nat looked at me and I think she knew what my answer was.

“Yes, let’s go get changed,” she grabbed my arm and started pulling me away. I hoped my half-hard-on wasn't visible to anyone. Not that they’d care.

She smiled at Angelo.

“We’ll be right back,” she said.

Angelo simply smiled and puffed on his cigar.

“Well be here,” he called after us.

…

WHEN WE GOT BACK to the room, Nat was all over me once again, tackling me to the bed.

“God, I want you so bad right now,” she whispered as she covered my face in some of the most aggressive kisses I’ve ever received.

“I want you too,” I whispered back.

“Why is this so hot?” she said, nibbling on my ear.

“What?”

“This, this place. The people…what’s happening to us. Everything. Don’t you feel it?” she said, grabbing at my hard cock with a wicked smile.

I laughed as she squeezed my cock and then pulled down my pants.

“Isn’t it obvious?” I said with a laugh.

She moved down to start sucking me off with her wet, luscious lips.

“Hey,” I whispered, “what were you going to say up there? You never finished your thought. You were saying all the things you wanted to do and then you said, ‘and’. Then you just trailed off and stopped.”

Nat flicked out her tongue and looked up at me with unblinking eyes.

“I wasn’t sure if you were ready to hear what comes after and…” she said, reaching up and placing a hand on my stomach as she took me into her mouth and all the way down to the base of my shaft.

“Oh god,” I whispered. “Oh god, I so am. Please. Please tell me, Nat.”

She held the deepthroat position for a while and looked up at me the entire time, never gagging. She tried to smile with my cock deep in her throat and I almost lost it.

God, she was so sexy.

Finally, after ten or fifteen seconds, she released the position and spat me back out. She drew in a sharp breath and exhaled.

“You sure?” she said.

I nodded vigorously.

She grabbed the base of my shaft and squeezed and started jerking me.

“I want this…” she said, looking around and up and all around.

“What do you mean?”

“This, Ben,” she said, shaking my cock lightly. “I want this. I want Angelo’s, I want Marco’s…I want all the cocks. Everything you’ll let me have, I want to feel what it’s like. What Lisa must be experiencing right now.”

Her words washed over me like an ice cold tidal wave and smacked me hard in the face. But they left it stinging and hot and soon the blood returned and was rushing into my cock.

I took a deep breath.

I wasn’t mad. I was…happy. Glad she’d said it. Glad she’d finally put into words exactly what I was feeling but couldn’t or more accurately wouldn’t put into words because I was too afraid.

“Fuck,” I whispered. “I want that too.”

Nat’s face lit up.

“Well…” she said, “what are we doing down here then?”

Her face was lit up with another wicked smile.

I tried to sit up and she pushed me back down.

“Easy, Ben,” she said, “I want to make you cum first.”

Then she took me back into our mouth and sucked me off to completion.

After that, we got changed into swimsuits and got ready to head back upstairs.


Chapter Seventeen

I KNOCKED LIGHTLY on the door. Then more loudly after a few moments where no one answered. Still nothing.

“What time is it?” Nat whispered.

I shrugged.

She was in her killer white, two-piece.

I was wearing a cabana shirt and swim trunks.

I couldn’t stop looking at her.

“What?” she said, noticing me staring.

“Nothing, you just look incredible,” I said.

We must have been back at the room longer than I realized. I leaned in closer to the door to try to listen for any movement but I couldn’t make anything out.

Was the party really over?

Just when I was about to tuck tail and leave, Nat began pounding on the door with a closed fist.

Thud. Thud. Thud.

I grabbed her arm and shushed her for some reason.

“Who cares?” she said dismissively.

“One second!” a muffled voice called from within. It was Angelo.

I heard his big footsteps on the tile floor. Then the lock to the door clicked open. The door followed.

It swung wide.

Angelo was there to greet us with a dazed grin, he was in a white bathrobe that was barely concealing his manhood.

“Oh, well. Look who it is,” he moved aside and ushered us into the suite once more. “Come on in, don’t stand out in the cold.”

Nat scampered inside.

I followed.

Angelo closed the door behind us.

The place was empty.

And quiet.

The lonely hot tube was lit up but no one was in it as it frothed and bubbled with no one to enjoy it.

Lisa was nowhere to be seen.

“Where did everyone go?” Nat asked, more than a trace of disappointment in her voice.

“They left,” he said. “Bridgette and Chris have an early flight to catch so they wanted to get a decent night’s rest.”

Bridgette and Chris, I assumed, must have been the young couple who couldn’t keep their hands off one another.

“So do we,” I said under my breath, but Nat didn’t catch it.

“And then Marco,” he said, scratching the stubble on his chin. “Well, let’s just say a kid like that with a hog like that is in high demand in a place like this if you know what I mean.”

I thought I did but didn’t say anything.

“Oh I bet,” Nat said in a sultry voice.

Angelo smiled and eyed her hot, tight body with those same hungry eyes.

“So, the party's over?” I said, half-relieved.

“Doesn’t have to be,” Angelo said quickly.

Just then the door to their bedroom opened and Lisa stepped out wearing a similar white robe. Her ample cleavage just barely hidden in its folds. Her hair was a little messy, I assumed from the fun she’d had with Marco. But she was as stunning as ever.

And of course, as you well know by now, not quite on Nat’s level.

“Oh hello,” Lisa said with a friendly smile.

“We didn’t think you guys would come back,” Angelo said, wrapping his arm around Lisa as she nestled up to his side. He kissed the top of her head.

“Why not?” Nat asked defensively.

“Thought you got cold feet, that’s all,” Angelo said. “Nothing to be ashamed of.”

“But you’re back,” Lisa said with excitement.

She looked at us. And now it felt like she was looking at both of us with hungry eyes. I could feel their lust, both of them.

“So…what should we do?” Nat asked after a few awkward moments of silence.

“Oh, I could think of a few things,” Angelo said with a wry smile.

“Where would we - I mean how do we…what’s the?”

Nat couldn’t find the right words.

I couldn’t find any words at all.

Lisa reached out and put a comforting hand on Nat’s arm.

“Relax, honey. We’ll take good care of you. The both of you. Isn’t that right honey?”

Angelo nodded.

“Why don’t we start with a drink and head to the hot tub and then…we’ll just see what happens, okay?”

She looked at me and Nat.

“Okay,” we both said in unison.

Angelo went and made us all a cocktail and we headed back out to the hot tub.

It appeared that we were about to take the plunge.

Literally and metaphorically.


Chapter Eighteen

WE WERE IN the hot tub with Angelo and Lisa. The four of us, sipping drinks and talking as the warm ocean air blew in from the sea and actually cooled our bodies from the heat of the water in which we were submerged.

Angelo was wearing swim trunks, as was I. And Lisa had changed back into her dental floss bikini.

Things took a turn when Nat abruptly changed the subject of conversation from something totally innocuous to something a little more…risque.

She cleared her throat and took a big sip of her drink.

“Hey Lisa,” she began, she was staring at Lisa’s ginormous tits. Lisa noticed her staring and raised an eyebrow. She looked at Angelo who gave a slight nod and then at me. I’m not sure what my face looked like but I imagine it was quite a site. My cock was already raging hard and ready to go beneath the water’s surface.

“Could I maybe…” Nat was struggling to just come right out with it. “Could I maybe feel them?”

Lisa smiled.

“Of course, honey. Tit for tit, I like to say. I felt yours, it’s only right you get to feel mine.”

Everyone laughed for a moment and then it started.

Nat stood up and waded the short distance across the tub.

As she was approaching, Lisa reached up behind her neck and untied the string that held up the top part of her bikini.

It fell down and floated across the water toward me.

Here bare tits were out. Shimmering in the faint glow of moonlight. Wet and slick with water. Her coral nipples were erect and pointy.

“Wow,” Nat whispered.

“Go ahead,” she said. “You can feel them.”

She pushed her chest out toward Nat’s hands in a welcoming gesture.

Nat reached out with both hands and felt them softly at first. Then her grip became more firm, more sure of itself as she explored Lisa’s flesh.

“Not bad,” she whispered.

“Thank you,” Lisa said, watching Nat admire her body with mild amusement and something a little more.

For a few moments, no one spoke. Nat just stood there, half-naked and trembling as she fondled Lisa’s tits while Angelo and I watched.

“You ever kissed another girl before?” Lisa asked suddenly.

Nat looked up nervously and shook her head no.

“Would you like to?” Lisa asked as if she were offering a glass of water. “I find in situations like these, it’s a little easier to start with the gentler sex to get things going before throwing yourself to the wolves…”

She looked over at me and Angelo with a wry smile.

I supposed we were the wolves.

“Plus,” she said, wrapping her arms around Nat’s neck and pulling her close, “the boys really like it when we kiss.”

She pressed her forehead against Nat’s and stared deeply into her eyes, studying them.

Nat exhaled sharply and nodded.

“Okay,” she whispered.

Her body was quivering with nervous excitement as Lisa’s lips parted and made their way toward my wife’s.

I thought I might pass out before it all began but luckily I managed to keep my wits about me and stay somewhat focused on the task at hand.

But then my head almost exploded, along with my cock when their supple lips finally began to touch.

At first, that’s all it was. Just a light, gentle touching of two sets of lady lips. They lingered on eachother, waiting for one to make the first move.

Then, Nat’s lips parted first. Lisa opened her mouth and slipped out her tongue. I watched as it crossed over my wife’s lips and into her mouth.

Nat’s mouth opened wider and next it was her tongue slipping out across the boundary line and entering Lisa’s mouth.

It was slow and sensual. True French kissing if I’d ever seen it.

I watched, totally amazed and enthralled by the lewd and sensual scene.

My wife was making out with another woman. A smoking hot, older woman with big fake tits.

After a few moments, they pulled apart and looked over at me and Angelo as if for approval.

“What do you think, Ben?” Angelo asked.

“Wow,” was all I could say.

“Yeah,” he agreed, “wow is right.”

Lisa turned back to Nat and reached up to her neck and put her hands on the string that held up Nat’s top.

“May I?” she asked sweetly.

Nat nodded.

Lisa untied the bow and Nat’s top fell to the water and floated over to Angelo.

It was hard to miss the symbolism. Or was it an omen? A sign? Who knows. But it was not lost on me.

Now they were both topless. Tits pressing together.

They went back to making out for a little before I watched in amazement as Lisa’s hand crept down to Nat’s stomach and rested there for a moment before continuing to travel down between her legs.

Nat didn’t stop it. Instead she adjusted her stance so that her legs were wider and easier to get between.

Lisa’s hand stretched the waistband of her bottoms and was suddenly out of view.

Nat gave a shudder.

Lisa gasped.

“Oh she’s so wet,” Lisa whispered. “Does that feel good?”

I could see Lisa’s hand wriggling and writhing beneath the white fabric of Nat’s bottoms. I wished like hell there was nothing there at all so I could see the full view. But for the time being my imagination would have to suffice.

“Yes,” Nat whispered, almost whimpering. “It feels so good.”

“Mmm, I bet it does,” Lisa said, staring intently at Nat’s face, watching her reaction and reveling in seeing her experience the pleasure she was administering.

Nat’s eyes were shut tight, mouth open just slightly. Her breath was heavy.

“Fuck,” she whispered.

“Fuck is right,” Lisa said, speeding up the thrusts of her fingers. Nat was panting and moaning now. She was really getting revved up.

I looked over at Angelo who was staring intently as his wife fingered my wife. His hand was on his crotch, resting and squeezing ever so slightly. He was getting himself ready.

“God that feels amazing,” Nat said.

Lisa smiled.

“Does it? What does it make you want to do?”

Nat drew in a sharp breath and exhaled just as sharply.

“Be bad…” she whispered.

Gulp.

It was so hot. I could hardly stand it.

“Yeah?” Lisa said with great satisfaction. “That’s what I like to hear.”

“Oh fuck,” Nat said. I could tell she was on the edge of an orgasm.

But just before she went over the edge, Lisa stopped and pulled her hand away.

“Why don’t you go over there and suck your husband’s cock?” she said.

Nat bit her lip and nodded.

She turned toward me and took a few steps over to wear I was half-seated.

“Are you sure about this?” I asked weakly.

Nat nodded.

“Take ‘em off,” she said.

Lisa walked across the tub and wrapped her arm around Angelo’s waist, then reached into his trunks and started jerking him off.

“Mmm,” she moaned. “I can’t wait to watch this.”

“Me neither,” Angelo said with a smile.

I sat up on the ledge of the tub and shed my trunks in one swift motion. Instinct was taking over now as I bid goodbye to intellect for the remainder of the evening.

My cock was now exposed for all to see.

“Not bad,” Lisa said, admiring my package.

“Not bad at all, Benny boy,” Angelo said.

“Mmm, no it’s not,” Nat said in a sultry tone.

Nat got between my legs and grabbed my hard cock at the base of the shaft and began to suck.

The sensation of her wet mouth - the same mouth Lisa’s tongue had just been in - was sensational. I closed my eyes and reveled in the feeling.

“Oh look at that honey,” she said, “I told you she’d give great head.”

Angelo chuckled.

“Fuck, look at her suck that cock,” Lisa said.

“Does it make you wanna suck mine?” I heard Angelo say.

By the time I opened my eyes again, Lisa was in the same position as Nat, between her husband’s legs, greedily slurping on his long, thick cock.

So, there we were. The four of us having…group sex? Is that what it was?

I didn’t know and I didn’t care.

All I knew was I was experiencing that same heightened sense of euphoria I’d experienced on the beach earlier with Nat.

We were on fire with passion and lust.

The fact that now someone was actually watching us only served to turn me on more.

For the next five or maybe ten minutes, the only sound came from the bubbly hot tub and the wet, sloshing sound of our wive’s wet mouths on our hardened cocks.

Then Nat stopped and looked over her shoulder for the first time. She still held my cock in her hand, but all movement ceased.

“Holy shit,” she said. “That’s so hot.”

She watched Lisa sucking Angelo’s cock for a few moments.

Finally, Lisa looked over at us with Angelo’s cock still in her mouth.

She raised her eyebrows then looked up at Angelo who gave a slight nod as if signaling it was go time for something.

Then it became clear.

“Wanna switch?” Lisa said casually to Nat once she finally came up for air.

Gulp.

It was happening.

“Switch?” Nat said.

“Yeah…switch cock,” Lisa said.

Nat began to nod but then stopped and looked up at me for approval.

How could I deny her?

I gave my own slight nod to say it was go time and her face lit up with surprise and lust.

Lisa and Nat then switched places and our lives would never be the same.

We’d officially crossed the rubicon.


Chapter Nineteen

IT’S HARD TO describe the feeling of watching your wife wrap her lips around another man’s cock. I suppose it’s doubly hard when that man’s wife is wrapping her lips around your cock at the same time. But I suppose I’ll try.

Angelo’s big, fat cock loomed over Nat’s tiny head but she didn’t seem the slightest bit intimidated. She reached up and grabbed it with her petite hand. She couldn’t even wrap her fingers all the way around it.

Lisa was standing next to me. She hadn't yet gotten between my legs. She wrapped her arm around my neck and was kissing my ear gently and whispering into it.

“Are you ready for this Ben? It’s gonna blow your mind to see your beautiful wife sucking on another man’s cock. Best drug there is…”

My neck broke out in gooseflesh as my body surged with dopamine and adrenaline and I had a feeling that every single word she’d spoken was more than one-hundred percent true.

As she jerked him off, she looked over at me once more.

“I love you,” she said.

“I love you too,” I replied.

And then she opened her mouth and lowered it toward the tip of Angelo’s prick. She paused for a moment and then took him inside her wetness. It started slow at first. Then she opened wider and pressed down further.

Angelo let out a grunt and closed his eyes, tilting his head toward the heavens.

“Look at that,” Lisa whispered. “She’s a natural.”

We watched Nat as she lost herself in sucking Angelo’s big, fat cock for a few minutes.

Then I felt Lisa’s hand creeping down toward my own cock.

She gripped it and I looked down. Her shiny red fingernails sparkled as they danced up and down my shaft.

We locked eyes.

“May I?” she asked rhetorically.

I gulped and nodded.

Lisa got between my legs and began to suck.

It was an odd sensation, feeling another mouth on my cock. But it was lovely. Lisa was clearly experienced in this realm and she had, as the kids say, mad head game.

The switch was complete and now Nat was sucking off Angelo and Lisa was blowing me. We’d officially swapped and begun our lives as swingers.

But the night was only just getting started.


Chapter Twenty

I DON’T RECALL how or when it happened, but at some point after several minutes of sweet, sensual blowjobbing in the hot tub outside, we got out, dried off and went inside.

“God, I need to fuck,” Lisa said.

“Me too,” Nat replied.

She pulled me in for a kiss.

Lisa pushed us apart.

“Now, now…you two can enjoy each other later. I think it’s time for Nat to feel another cock inside her. Don’t you think Ben?”

Nat looked at me with expectant eyes.

I froze. Unsure if I could push things this far.

But then I looked at her eyes and could not disappoint her.

“I love you,” I whispered, “go have fun.”

Her face lit up.

“I love you too.”

She pranced over to Angelo on the couch who was completely naked and stroking his hard cock. She practically fell into his arms on the couch and began making out with him.

Lisa walked over to me.

“So does that mean we…”

She shook her head no.

“Not yet. We are going to watch. It’s important for you to see her like this. To really feel and watch her receiving pleasure. That’s where the magic happens. Isn’t that right, sweetie?”

“Absolutely,” Angelo said with a smile.

He stood up and loomed over Nat’s quivering body which lay on the couch before him.

“Lay back, sweetheart,” he said, gripping his cock in his hand and stroking over her trembling body.

Nat did as she was told and lay back on the white couch, spreading her legs.

I could see the glistening wetness between her legs as her slick juices trickled from her pussy. She was so turned on I couldn’t believe it.

“Don’t worry, I’ll be gentle,” he said, but it was directed more at me than it was at Nat.

Lisa took me by the hand and led me over to the couch that was opposite them and sat me down.

She sat next to me and took my cock in her hand once more and began to stroke me as her husband prepared to enter my wife.

This was it.

A blowjob was one thing, but this?

This was insane.

And yet. There we were. There I was, sitting on couch across from my wife, getting ready to watch her be fucked senseless by another man.

“You ready for this baby?” Angelo asked. Nat looked over at me and saw me getting my cock jerked by Lisa.

I wondered what was going through her head in that moment. Was she jealous? Turned on? Both?

Both. I think it was both. For me anyway. The combination of the two was a most potent sexual cocktail.

I gave a slight nod of my head to let her know everything was alright and she smiled at me.

“I’m ready,” she said, turning back to Angelo.

He didn’t need to hear anything more. He knelt down on the couch between her legs and I heard it groan a little beneath the heft of his frame and all its weight.

Nat looked down between her legs and shook her head.

“Fuck you’re huge. I don’t think it’s gonna fit.”

“Oh, it’ll fit honey,” Lisa said. “Trust me, it’ll fit. It’ll hurt at first but in all the right ways. And you’ll feel like it’s too much to feel all at once. It’ll almost overwhelm you. But you won’t let it. You’ll relax. You’ll open up. And it’ll stretch you so fucking good. That’s the best part. The stretching. The fullness…”

She was stroking me harder now as she whispered her wicked incantation toward my wife’s ears.

“Oh fuck!” Nat exclaimed as Angelo pressed the head against her walls and slowly let it pierce her vagina. “Holy shit!”

“‘Atta girl,” Angelo said. “Nice and slow, you’re doing great. Holy fuck, she’s tight.”

He looked over at Lisa as he said it.

“Oh, I bet she is,” she said, then leaned over and nibbled on my ear. “But not for much longer.”

Shivers went up and down my spine as I watched Angelo entering her inch by meaty inch. Nat’s back arched on the couch as his girth pushed her to her absolute limits.

“Shhoooo, ohmygod….” she said as he pressed ever deeper.

“Don’t fight it, honey. Just give in. You know you want it,” Lisa said.

Then she opened her mouth, leaned over and began sucking on my dick once again. But I could see her eyes never looked away from her husband as he stuck his cock into another woman. I could see she was enjoying the watching part just as much as anything else.

“Mmm,” she moaned as she sucked and slurped.

As I relished the sensations of her mouth, my eyes were trained intently on Nat as well and how her body was reacting.

She was biting her bottom lip and squeezing her tits. More because I think she needed something to hold onto than anything overtly sexy or tantalizing. But nonetheless that was the exact effect it had.

Angelo was now about halfway inside her and still going.

“Opening up nicely, how’s that feel?” Angelo asked. Then before Nat could answer he leaned down and kissed her. She seemed to resist at first, or at least was hesitant to accept his strange tongue that probably tasted of stale whiskey and cigar smoke. But then she gave in completely and began making out hard with him as he began his rut in earnest.

As his cock slammed into her, she broke off this kiss and opened her mouth wide as her eyes got big in surprise and she let out the longest, loudest moan I’d ever heard from her.

“Holy shit, that feels incredible!” she cried. “You’re gonna make me cum already.”

Angelo smirked and began pounding her harder and faster.

“Good, that’s what you’re here for, isn’t it?” he said.

“Fuck this is making me so hot,” Lisa whispered in my ear. “Why don’t you return the favor?”

She leaned back away from me and turned so that her pussy was facing me and spread her legs wide. I could see her clear juices running down her legs.

She snapped her fingers lightly and pointed down to her wet pussy.

I swallowed hard and hesitated thinking back to the earlier scene. How many cocks had been inside her today?

Then, as if reading my mind: “don’t worry, honey. I showered.”

I licked my lips and leaned forward.

“That’s it, baby. Nothing to be afraid of. I promise, it tastes nice and sweet. Isn’t that right Ange?”

“Sweetest pussy you’ll ever taste,” Angelo called over his shoulder. Then to Nat, “no offense sweetheart.”

But Nat was lost to the world. If she heard him, she couldn’t give two fucks about it. She was getting pummeled and stretched like she’d never been before in her entire life.

She was a helpless rag doll. Angelo’s little fuck toy.

Lisa snapped her fingers again.

“Come on, don’t worry - eat me out while she gets fucked. Trust me, you’re gonna love it. If you do a good job I might even let you fuck me,” she said, teasing me.

I put my head between her legs and smelled her wet, bittersweet sex. I timidly stuck my tongue out and began to lick and taste her. They were right. It was sweet and delicious. I felt the sting of her juices trickling on my tongue as I lapped at her lips and tried to tickle her clit with my tongue.

Lisa grabbed a handful of my hair and arched her back as sucked on her clit.

“Mmm, you’re talented, Ben,” she said, then pushed me away. “Why don’t you slip that handsome cock of yours inside me now and let’s see what you can do?”

Another rubicon to cross.

I looked across the room and over at Nat just in time to watch a powerful, earth-shattering orgasm wash over her. Her legs shook and quivered like an earthquake.

“Ohhhhhhmmyyyyyyygooodddddddddddddd!!!!!”

“Holy shit,” I whispered.

“Holy shit is right, but stop worrying about them…you need to focus on me,” Lisa said, grabbing my cock and guiding it to her wet slit.

I couldn’t believe it. The sexy woman I’d watched suck a big, black cock just days before was now about to slide my cock inside her. And her husband was mere feet away, balls deep inside Nat.

What the hell was going on?

I shook my head and tried to think straight but I couldn’t. As I said, intellect was out the window.

I placed my hands on either side of Lisa’s head, bracing myself on the cool leather of the couch and moved up between her legs. My cock was aching and throbbing.

And I slipped it inside her.

Once more, I lost myself in the fuck. I was jealous, furious, turned on, happy, sad, everything - every emotion - all at once.

Time passed slowly and quickly and not at all.

Before I knew it, Lisa was cumming beneath my weight, begging for me to fuck her harder and give her more, more, more.

When I finally came to I was startled to see Nat standing by my side, watching and fingering herself.

Her face was covered in drying cum. Apparently Angelo had splashed it all over her face and she looked like the prettiest whore I’d ever laid eyes on.

“You look so fucking hot doing that,” she whispered to me.

“Kiss me,” I said. I don’t know why. I can’t explain it. But I wanted to taste her in all her nasty and defiled glory. I didn’t know where Angelo was and I didn’t care.

Nat leaned in and grabbed the back of my head and we kissed deeply.

I could taste the bitterness of sex and its juices on her lips and tongue and I’m sure she could taste it on mine.

Then I could feel my own orgasm bubbling over.

“Fuck I’m gonna cum soon,” I said.

Lisa pushed me off her almost immediately.

“Cover my face with it,” she said. “Cover both of us.”

She grabbed Nat by the hand and pulled her down to the floor with her so that they were both on their knees before me.

I stood over them, jerking my hard cock in their faces as they begged for my cream.

And soon, I exploded.

Cum frothed forth from the tip in great white globs and showered down upon their slutty, greed-filled faces as they moaned and fingered themselves, begging and pleading for every last drop I could milk from my shaft.

It was the most intense powerful feeling I’ve ever had.

When I finally came to, I heard applause coming from behind me.

“Benny-boy. Good show, good show,” it was Angelo, clapping enthusiastically and smiling from ear to ear as Lisa and Nat played with cum and made out with one another for a while longer.

Angelo raised his eyebrows at me.

“See, I told you. You guys are naturals. Did I tell you or what? I’m never wrong, I swear…”

But I could barely hear him.

I collapsed in a head on the couch and listened to the sound of my own breath and reveled in the surreal reality playing out before me.

Nat was changed.

We both were.

And we’d never go back to being the same.

This was our new life now.

We were swingers and we were good at it.

Something also told me we wouldn’t be catching that early morning flight home.

And I was right


Chapter Twenty-One

“I DON’T WANT TO GO HOME,” Nat said the following morning. It was late, we both slept past ten.

“Let’s stay the final two days and just go buck wild. When in Rome, right?”

“Really?” I asked.

“Yes, really. Last night was…”

“Incredible.”

“Yes, incredible.”

We sat there in bed as the early morning sun cut through the windows and bathed the room in its brilliance.

“Let’s stay then,” I said.

“I’d love that,” she said.

We didn’t even bother canceling our flight, we just missed it. We woke up and got ready to head to the pool and something incredible happened.

My fantasy about Nat being in Lisa’s position in front of all the onlookers?

Well, it happened.

Nat sucked Marco’s giant dark pole in front of the whole pool.

She even did Lisa one better and swallowed his load for everyone to see as well.

I’d never been more proud.

The rest of our time there was one big blur. A raucous parade of hot tub shenanigans, a bacchanalia of sex and orgies and partner swapping.

We were naturals. Nat especially.

And we never looked back.

Our last night there, I watched as Lisa and Nat took on Marco and his friend. Her first real BBC-experience and she was hooked harder than Lisa was.

We’ve had more adventures since, but I think I’ll save those for another day.

Suffice to say, Nat needed that holiday. We both did.

She hasn’t slept walked since and she’s really eased off the gas pedal at work.

We spend more time together, relaxing and having fun mostly.

Don’t get me wrong, we still play here and there - but we mostly save it for our vacations together.

Back home, we’re basically just us. But happier and stronger than ever.

Who would have thought, right?

THE END


BONUS: Sharing Annabelle

Click HERE to purchase Sharing Annabell: A Hotwife Romance

Chapter 1

It was a hot and sweaty Christmas and my wife, Annabelle, and I couldn’t have been in higher spirits. We had finally made it happen. We had finally managed to delicately, politely, and with less fanfare than anticipated and quite a bit more confidence and grace, inform our respective families that we would not be joining them for the holiday season this year. We were opting instead to spend it in Playa Del Carmen at a posh, all-inclusive resort that we’d been dying to visit for the better part of a decade.

We had successfully traded the gray, gloomy winter, beige food, and bland egg nog for palm-lined beaches, coral reefs, Michelin-Star-quality restaurants, and an endless supply of tropical drinks with tiny umbrellas. Instead of suffering quietly in the bitter, freezing cold and miserable snow and the cacophony of blaring car horns from angry, stressed-out Massholes, we were frolicking half-naked beneath a Caribbean sun on a gorgeous white-sand beach with crystal clear, azure water providing the relaxing soundtrack to a much different kind of Christmas than we were used to. Needless to say, it was a Christmas that we wouldn’t soon forget.

On Christmas Eve, the third day of our stay, we decided to have brunch at the restaurant located on the third-story veranda overlooking the gigantic pool area below with a breathtaking view of the ocean several hundred yards beyond that. It was a pristine day and one that, as I recall, seemed to demand copious amounts of champagne with our expertly prepared eggs benedict. Annabelle and I clinked glass after glass, toasting our ingenious escape from the East Coast and our families, and laughed in the mid-morning sun, truly enjoying each other's company for the first time in what felt like years. Looking back it was clear that before this trip, we’d sort of been going through the motions. Placing the important things on the back-burner and putting our relationship on autopilot, as it were.

As we talked and laughed and ate and drank on the veranda on that gorgeous day, it became quite clear to me that we needed not only to escape the oppressive New England winter and our annoying families, but we needed this. Our relationship needed some alone time, some time to reflect and heal from years of taking each other for granted and letting the days and years just fall off the calendar without really taking the time to savor us. And now here we were and I could feel a shift, it was subtle, but we were opening up to each other again, letting our guards down, allowing ourselves to be vulnerable and in the process we were reconnecting. To put a finer point on it, we were falling in love all over again.

Our minds in a champagne colored haze, we finished eating (and polished off a few more bottles) before we retired to our suite to get changed and head down to the beach to enjoy Christmas Eve like we never had before. I changed into my trunks quickly as we’d left the balcony doors open and I was worried a curious onlooker down at the pool might happen to glance up and see my pale white nether region staring back at them. The horror, the horror!

Annabelle changed in front of the mirror over near the bathroom into a revealing, dark red two-piece suit that fit her curves in all the right ways and I found myself struggling to keep my prick in its proper place so as not to create an embarrassing pants tent that would only serve to expose more man-thigh than was already showing. Which was certainly too much as far as I was concerned but Annabelle insisted that it was in fact the style these days and to wear my old, longer trunks out in public would only serve to embarrass her and me. But of course, more importantly, her.

However, try as I may, my member simply would not cooperate and within a few seconds I went from half-mast to full speed ahead and there were no pleats on which to blame an optical illusion or a trick of the light. Before I could hide my shame or at least tuck it up into my waistband, Annabell spun around from the mirror and instantly spotted the unmistakable bulge pointing directly at her curvaceous hips which now faced me square on.

“Ahoy, sailor,” she said with a sly grin.

I opened my mouth but no words came forth as she walked slowly towards me, her hips swaying in rhythm from side to side with each step closer. I was frozen in place, mesmerized by her movements, ever more blood rushing to the tip of my dick and engorging my shaft so full to the brim that it ached. Her newly minted sun-kissed skin caught the shining rays from over my shoulder and glistened in the soft light and for a moment she seemed aglow with all the sexual energy that suddenly charged the room.

“Did you swipe a banana from the buffet or are you just happy to see me?” she said, as she at last arrived where I was standing and pressed her body firmly into mine. She planted a soft, delicate kiss on my quivering lips and gently brushed her hand over my chest, tracing an imaginary line with her fingernail from sternum to navel and finally to my crotch, where her fingers slowly and methodically inspected the situation below deck. I gulped hard and stammered something, I can’t remember what, but it only served to make her giggle. She placed her hand over her lips and gasped, teasing me.

“My, my, my William, you are happy to see me, aren’t you?”

I nodded my head yes.

Before I knew what was happening, Annabelle dropped to her knees in front of me and had my trunks down around my ankles in a flash. I was now standing, completely naked, with the balcony doors open behind me, the warm, salty sea breeze whipping at my bare ass cheeks.

“Annabelle, we can’t do this here, we have to close the…” but my sentence was cut short as my wife took me into her mouth and all the way down her throat so that her nose was pressed against my pelvis. I had the presence of mind to thank my lucky stars that I’d decided to perform some long overdue manscaping just that morning in the shower as she held the position for a few long seconds before pulling off and gasping for a breath of air. She began stroking my hard cock in her left hand while gazing directly into my eyes, a devilish grin on her face.

We hadn’t had sex in weeks and I was sure it had been at least two months before that. The way we were going, we were lucky if we reached a baker’s dozen in a year and I couldn’t remember the last time I’d gotten a blowjob. But there I was, buck naked for all of the Caribbean to see, my wife on her knees on the cold, tile floor of our suite, greedily slurping on my dick. Where in the hell was this coming from?

Well, in truth I knew damn well where it was coming from. As shy and reserved as she might often be, Annabelle had a tendency to really - and I mean really - let loose when drink was involved. She wasn’t a lightweight by any stretch but she rarely ever imbibed at home aside from the occasional glass or two of red wine with dinner and maybe one or two more at parties. By my count, we’d polished off three bottles of bubbly and so she was quite tipsy but not embarrassingly, fall-down drunk. When in these states, rare though they may be, she had a tendency to develop a bit of a hard edge in her personality, to eagerly play the part of an instigator, always looking for a bit of harmless trouble. All of this meant that she was also in the perfect zone to drop her inhibitions and let her inner-slut out. A version of herself that I had seldom seen since we were at university together over a decade ago. But I must admit, with the way things were going, this version of Annabelle was a sight for sore eyes - or was it sore balls?

“Let ‘em watch, who cares? We’ll never see any of these people again,” she said and spat on the head of my cock to lube it up as she stroked more vigorously.

“I want you to fuck me, right here, right now,” she said, standing up and pulling me over towards the bed. “Come on, fuck me,” she said rather sternly.

At this point, I let instinct take over and simply did as I was told. Never look a gift horse in the mouth they tell me. And with frequent droughts I was prone to experiencing back home, I wouldn’t have dared just then.

I followed her over to the bed where she pushed me backward across the sheets so that I was lying horizontally across the bed instead of vertically. She pounced on top of me and in one single motion managed to grab my cock and slide it effortlessly into her dripping wet pussy with an audible gasp.

She began riding me, slowly at first, but then fast and hard. Her juices dripping down my balls and coating them in a thick white resin.

“Oh fuck yes, Will,” she exclaimed, “I missed this hard cock inside me…”

“I missed you too,” I said, trying to sit up a little, bringing my torso off the bed to meet her halfway for a kiss, but at that exact moment she placed both her hands firmly on my chest and pressed me back down onto the white linen sheets and rode me harder.

“Why don’t you fuck me any more baby? You know how much I need some hard dick in my life, don’t you?” her guard was clearly down and she was really letting loose, I hadn’t heard her talk like this in years.

“I - yes I do…” I stammered. She was closing her eyes tightly as she rode me to orgasm. That’s when things took a, shall we say interesting, turn

“Well, then why don’t you fuck me more - fuck me like the slut that I am, don’t you want this pussy baby? Wrapped around your hard cock?”

“Well, yes. I mean of course I --”

Her eyes snapped wide open and for a moment I didn’t recognize her. The person staring back at me seemed a stranger in a strange land and the words that came out of her mouth next seemed to flow forth in slow motion.

“Or do you want to watch me get fucked...by someone else? Someone with a bigger, fatter cock? Would you like that, Will? Seeing your wife fucked right in front of you, by another man?”

I couldn’t believe my ears. What was she saying to me? The only thing I knew for sure was that my dick was going to explode if this strange woman kept egging me on like this. But rather than admit that the jig was up and go along, I tried to pretend I didn’t know what she was talking about, even though deep down...I did.

“Wait - what? What are you talking about?” I said as she slowed down her thrusts and began slowly raising and lowering herself up and down on my shaft. She never broke eye contact.

“Oh, don’t lie to me, William...I found your stash…” she let that hang in the air as I lay helplessly beneath her. Oh no.

“My stash?”

How had she stumbled upon my stash? How did she? What was happening? When? Who? I was at a total loss and drowning in my own dreadful thoughts.

“Don’t play stupid with me, I found your porn…” she leaned back so that her arms were behind her on the bed, shoulders back, her chest opening towards me, hips forward as she slowly grinded the top of her pussy onto the head of my cock, the roughness tickling the nerve endings of my cap in all the right ways. 

“Those dirty wives cheating on their husbands with those big, sexy cocks...I had no idea that’s what you were into,” she said, smiling as if she had opened up my soul and laid all my darkest secrets bare right before me. My head was spinning, I didn’t know which way was up. The juxtaposition of the world I’d been in just moments ago - the one where I was casually brunching at a Caribbean beach resort with my lovely wife - and the one I found myself in now had me trapped in a vortex of very confusing and, I must say, very arousing emotions.

“I’m not into - that’s not…”

She reached down with her right hand and placed her index finger over my lips to shush me.

“It’s ok baby, I want to help you,” she said, “I want to help you live out your fantasy…”

I was so close to exploding I couldn’t even manage a single syllable at that moment. I was totally powerless before her and she knew it. She was relishing the dominant role.

“I want to help you cum baby, so just think of me...right in front of you. I’m right in front of you as another man slides his big, fat cock between my legs and you’re just sitting there. You can’t even touch me you just have to watch as -”

The cry of my orgasm cut her off abruptly as I unleashed a torrent of cum deep inside her, filling her up with my hot, sticky seed.

“Holy shit,” I whimpered as she still sat on top of me.

She looked down on me with the smile of a benevolent dictator and patted me on the chest.

“Mmmm, yeah,” she said, “that’s exactly what I thought.” She leaned over and kissed me before leaving me in a heap on the bed while she went to clean herself up in the bathroom. Before I had time to process what had just happened, she returned looking hotter than ever before, glowing stronger even. Something about her had changed.

“Ready to go to the beach?” she said, as sweet and innocent as ever before. And as if the whole ordeal hadn’t just happened.

I looked back at her, dumbfounded.

END OF PREVIEW
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I USED TO THINK FATE was just some silly fantasy. Now, I know that’s just not true. How else do you explain what happened to me? To us?

I can’t think of any other good reason and I’ve certainly tried.

We were young when we got married. A fresh twenty-three.

Neither one of us was what you would call worldly or cultured or open-minded. We both came from very conservative, religious backgrounds.

Nothing too crazy, it’s not like we were in one of those wacky cults or anything, but when it came to sex and the more intimate side of things, well let’s just say, we both still had some hangups and insecurities when it came to that kind of stuff.

It’s funny to think about when I look back now, knowing where we’ve ended up and how much we’ve changed.

Suffice to say, it didn’t take very long for Melody and I to move past all those hangups and leave those versions of ourselves behind.

Not to say it was easy though. Far from it.

But it all happened in our third year of marriage. We were only twenty-six and decided to take a big trip to celebrate our anniversary. It was our first time leaving the country. Ever.

Neither one of us had been outside the continental United States. In fact, we’d hardly ever left the bible belt. Maybe the odd trip to California or New York for a youth conference once or twice. But aside from that, home was more or less all we knew.

Our first stop was in France, then in some order or another, we were to find ourselves in Monaco, Ibiza, Italy, Greece, Malta…perhaps Albania and then…who knew?

You might expect me to say it was a culture shock finding ourselves galavanting about the Mediterranean in the French Riviera, but to tell you the truth, it came naturally to us…once we adjusted. It didn’t frighten us like you might think.

It woke us up.

This is what we’d been missing?

It was exciting and fresh and new and sexy.

I don’t know if it was something in the air, or the food, or the water, or just being around so many beautiful people. But we just felt charged with this energy…almost immediately upon arrival, something was different about us. It was small at first, almost imperceptible, but it quickly grew into something much, much larger.

Our first stop was in the French Riviera near the town of La Seyne-sur-Mer. We’d rented a spacious villa, nestled in the cliffs, overlooking the Med as we’d almost immediately taken to calling it.

It was beautiful. But you already knew that.

As soon as we put our bags down and shut the door behind us, I rushed to the bedroom to get changed, pulling Melody and one of our luggage trunks along behind me.

Once in the room, I rummaged through our bag. I pulled out my swim trunks and a skimpy, orange-brown bikini I’d bought for her to wear on the trip (in fact, I’d bought nearly a dozen sexy swimsuits for her to try on throughout our trip, but this was the one I was perhaps most excited about).

Melody turned and looked down upon the bed. White linen sheets and more pillows than we could ever need dotted the surface.

Her auburn hair was pulled back in a ponytail. She was wearing a white, v-neck t-shirt and high-waisted denim jeans. She looked at the bikini laid out on the bed with more than a little trepidation.

“Come on,” I said, trying not to make her feel any pressure. To my surprise, she quickly relented and picked it up off the bed and made for the bathroom to change.

Quicker than I’d thought. That should have been my first sign that something was just…different.

She was still not quite there in terms of letting me see her stark naked like that though and so that’s why she ran off to the bathroom to change. During sex? Sure. But otherwise? She was quick to cover up and turn away or make for another room to hide.

Like I said, hangups. You know?

After a few minutes, she emerged from the bathroom wearing the bathing suit. Her hair was down now, falling just past her shoulders, the luscious curls shimmering in the afternoon sunlight that cut through the windows of our room.

“Hey,” she said with a delicious smile.

“Hey,” I said back.

It was all I could think to get out. I think I may have even been drooling.

Her natural, C-cup breasts were nearly bursting out. The thin strips of fabric that made up the bottom ran seductively along her hip creases and around her back.

I’d never seen her wear something like that before. Nothing even close. She didn’t own anything even approaching this sexy two-piece.

“You like?” she asked, spinning around to give me a full, three-hundred-and-sixty degree view.

She was tight and toned.

Trim where it mattered and thick where it counted.

“Of course,” I said with a grin. “But more importantly, do you?”

Before she could answer me, she caught a glimpse of herself in a hallway mirror and frowned. She clicked her tongue and sighed, tilting her head toward her right shoulder.

“I don’t know, yes. But..I mean…it’s a little revealing, no?”

“Melody. We talked about this, remember? We’re not part of that world any more. It’s time to leave all that stuff behind. They stunted us, held us back. Think of all that we missed out on…”

This had been a common theme for us over those first few years of marriage together. Leaving The Church and all its baggage behind was a constant effort. One that I’d undertaken with great enthusiasm.

We’d been coming along, but Melody…well, let’s just say The Church does an extra good job when it comes to young women. There was a bit more to work through - a bit more baggage to unpack - for her as opposed to myself.

“I know, I know,” she said, relenting.

But then she pulled a white cover up out of the bag and quickly pulled it over herself, hiding the sexy two-piece and all her curves behind a thin veil of linen.

“Ready to go to the beach?”

Somewhat deflated, but still undeterred, I sighed and said, “absolutely.”


*

IT WAS A SHORT WALK down the cliffside to a public beach below. Melody carried a bag with our towels and a chilled bottle of bubbly and some glasses. We’d made sandwiches and wrapped them in tin foil.

Our plan was to relax and enjoy the afternoon on the beach before a nice, late dinner at one of the area’s premier restaurants.

But as is so often the case, the best laid plans often go awry. As the saying goes.

It was a Saturday and the beach was crowded. It was also something else. Something we hadn’t considered was even possible. Something that, at first, caught us both off guard but eventually enthralled and excited us.

The beach that our spacious villa overlooked was one of the area’s many, as we would come to find out, clothing-optional beaches. A polite and PG term for what it really was: a nude beach.

“Oh my god,” I heard Melody say with a gasp.

I still hadn’t picked up on exactly what was going on. My eyes had been mesmerized by the crystal-clear azure waves lapping at the white sand just a hundred or so feet away from where we stood.

“What?” I said, wheeling around nervously, worried that something was wrong.

She began to laugh nervously as she appeared to be trying and failing not to look at…something.

“I just saw a weiner.”

I shook my head in confusion.

“I’m sorry, what?”

“A weiner. I just saw one.”

I scrunched up my face, still not understanding. I must have been hearing her wrong.

“Wait, a weiner?”

She rolled her eyes and crossed her arms, growing frustrated with my slow uptake.

“Yes, Paul. A weiner. A dick. A cock. A dong. A penis. Whatever you want to call it!”

She was practically screaming it for the whole beach to hear.

“Shh,” I said, placing a calming hand on her shoulder and for some reason, looking around to identify the source of her outburst.

This might sound weird, but I don’t care. Hearing Melody yell those words, dick, cock, dong, penis, etc? Well, it turned me on.

She never, and I mean never, referred to the male genitalia as anything other than weiner in all the years I knew her. Perhaps the unsexiest option she could have gone with and I suppose, probably subconsciously, that was the entire point.

But there she was, suddenly yelling it for the whole beach to hear.

Before I could locate the source, she began shouting again.

“Oh my gosh, there’s another! And another! They’re everywhere.”

“Shhhh!” I said once more, but with more force. While it felt like all eyes were upon us, in truth, no one seemed to care one bit. If they could hear Melody shrieking about all the wieners that surrounded us, well, they were choosing to ignore it and go on with their lives.

Then suddenly I saw it. Or more accurately, them. All of them. Wieners, boobs, and the like. The beach was nearly half-full with half-clothed or totally naked people, just lounging around as if nothing out of the ordinary was happening.

Because nothing out of the ordinary was happening. At least not to them. They were French. They lived here. They worked here. They played here. This was old hat to them. Nothing to bat an eye at.

But us? A couple twenty-something, reformed Christians from the bible belt who’d barely ever left home? Well, it was something to bat an eye at. Several times over in fact.

Melody suddenly burst into uncontrollable laughter, snorting and giggling as she threw a hand up to cover her mouth.

“Should we find another beach?” I offered.

She waved me off and finally regained her composure.

“No, no. This is fine,” she said, looking around, “when in France I guess.”

For some reason I hadn’t expected that response and perhaps it was the shock of the surprise I felt surging through my body but I was suddenly half-hard, standing there, staring at her in her white cover up, knowing what lay beneath.

Melody dropped the bag to the sand and took out our towels and laid them on the sand. I helped her smooth them out and placed my flip flops on two corners and hers on the others to protect it from the wind.

We sat down and took out our glasses and the bottle of bubbly. I uncorked it rather unceremoniously and poured us two healthy glasses.

We said cheers and took long pulls.

“Ahh,” we each said, sharing a loving smile before we each turned to stare out at the ocean.

There was nothing like kicking off your vacation with a nice, cold drink.

And truly, our vacation - our adventure - had only just begun.

“Isn’t it beautiful?” I said.

Melody took a deep inhale, and then exhaled sharply.

“It sure is,” she said breathlessly.

I glanced sideways at Melody and could’ve sworn she wasn’t looking where I was looking anymore. As I adjusted myself to face her, I saw she most certainly wasn’t.

She was staring at a dark-skinned man walking along the water towards us. He was completely naked save for some aviator shades covering his eyes. His ebony torso glistened in the sun as his chiseled and rippled body effortlessly glided along the wet sand. His big, black cock swung confidently between his legs.

In that moment as I watched her watching him, I found my half-hard erection returning and then growing fuller until I thought I might burst.


*

I CLEARED MY THROAT. After thirty or so seconds of watching her stare, I’d simply had enough (although the strange erection in my shorts might have suggested otherwise).

She turned toward me and her face turned bright red.

“What?” she asked, trying to play it off.

“What do you mean what? What are you staring at?”

“What do you think I’m staring at?!” she asked, raising her voice. It was a smart move. She was making me be the one to say it out loud. It certainly wouldn’t be her. And unless I was willing to blurt it out and make the accusation, well, in some strange way, she was innocent, wasn’t she?

Funny how that works.

“I think you know…” I said.

She sat forward on her towel, seemingly ignoring my statement altogether.

“Wait a minute…” she leaned even further forward to where I thought she might tip right over and land face first in the sand.

Her face scrunched up like she was searching for something in her mind or trying to solve some ridiculously hard math problem. With Melody, you never did know exactly what it was, but she had this face she always made when she was thinking hard and she was making it right now as she continued to stare, unblinkingly, at the hunk of a man strutting down the beach with his giant, dark cock swinging victoriously between his legs.

“What is it?” I asked nervously.

She took off her sunglasses and squinted to get a better look.

“Oh, seriously?” I said, throwing my hands up in the air. “You really had me going -”

She held up her hand and waved it in my face and started shushing me.

“No, no, shhh - I think I know him. I think,” she suddenly gasped and covered her mouth. Her face went flush as she looked around as if there was someone else there who might be able to confirm her suspicions.

“Really?” I asked, more than a little bit skeptical. We’d both gone to Catholic school and lived pretty sheltered lives. So forgive me, but I just found it hard to believe she knew the naked black guy waltzing down the beach in French Riveria just outside the town of La Seyne-sur-Mer.

“Yes, really. Oh my god. I do know him. That’s Guillaume. I’m sure of it!”

“I’m sorry, who…what?”

“Guillaume,” she repeated. “Guillaume…oh, what was his last name? Doesn’t matter. Anyway, he was an exchange student at my high school for a semester.”

She looked at me and I stared back. She could tell I wasn’t buying it.

“I swear to god, that’s him…I’m sure of it.”

“How can you be so sure?”

She looked back at him with longing, hungry eyes, as he pulled even with where we were sitting.

“I just am,” she said, breathlessly.

“Well,” I said, “why don’t we call him over then? Hey! Hey, there! Gui –”

She reached up and forcefully clasped a hand over my mouth.

“Shhh, what are you crazy?” Her nostrils flared as she looked at me with wild eyes.

I smiled back smugly.

“Hah, knew it,” I said and folded my arms. “You’re not sure.”

She sighed and rolled her eyes.

“Oh, I’m sure.”

“Really? Then why don’t you want me to get his attention?”

She clicked her tongue and bit her bottom lip and looked away for a moment as if I was just the stupidest creature the Almighty Father had ever created.

“Seriously, Paul? Why do you think? Did you consider that if you got his attention and he came over here that he’d be completely and totally naked, standing right in front of us with his weiner out, flapping in the breeze?”

I had not, in fact, stopped to consider that. But I didn’t dare say that out loud.

“And then what, Paul? ‘Oh hi, Guillaume, remember me? This is my husband, Paul? How have you been for the last eight years? Walking naked down the beach and getting a little sun are we? Do you come here often?”

What an idiot I was.

“Sorry,” I muttered. “You’re right.”

We both returned to our bubbly and the view and Melody scoffed.

“Besides, I was so blah in high school I’m sure Guillaume wouldn’t even remember me…”

END OF SAMPLE
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BONUS: Heartbreak Cove

Chapter 1 
(Noah)

Our big trip was in big danger of being canceled.

Not by me, but by my wife when she found out that Claire and Liam had to cancel at the last minute.

I couldn’t believe it.

Not that I was mad at them. Claire’s mother was sick. Cancer. Life’s a bitch and I understood that all too well.

But now I was afraid Amy was going to back out too.

It took months of pleading and tactful negotiation to get her to even consider it and the fact that we would have Claire and Liam there as a safety net was what finally convinced her to commit to giving it a try.

Now it was just going to be the two of us and my stomach was in knots. There was almost zero chance Amy would still be up for the trip.

And it wasn’t the nearly ten-grand in non-refundable travel expenses that had me upset. Drop in the bucket for us.

No, this was like waking up on December 25th to find out Santa called in sick and Christmas was canceled.

This was something I had been looking forward to for a long time. Amy was finally warming up to the idea, really getting into it.

This Claire and Liam bombshell I was about to drop on her was going to knock us back to square one, or worse.

In about twenty minutes I’d be home early from work, just as we’d planned.

Amy would be waiting in the lobby of our apartment building with our bags packed, ready to go.

Now I was going to have to tell her to head back upstairs and unpack. We would not be catching our 3:00 PM flight out of LaGuardia.

Instead, we’d be searching for another way to spend the long holiday weekend that we suddenly had no plans for.

As I weaved in and out of traffic on my way through the Lincoln Tunnel, I held a tiny memorial service in my head for the epic trip that was now D.O.A.

I thought about the private villa overlooking the Caribbean that was waiting for us. The tropical drinks, the white sand, the clear blue water...the parties.

Claire and Liam had been going to Heartbreak Cove for a few years now and every time they came back they were glowing. Healthier. Younger looking even.

I envied them.

They’d spent most of the previous year convincing us to give it a try after extending an uber-exclusive invite to us to join The Club as they referred to it.

And now they were screwing me.

I thought about Amy lying naked on our bed on top of soft white sheets in a bright white room, her blonde hair falling down around her breasts and shimmering against her sun-kissed skin. I pictured the curve of her hip as she lay facing me, our eyes locked in a passionate gaze as she smiled at me and opened herself up for...someone else…

My pants tightened around my crotch as I found myself stiffer than I’d been the first time I stole my dad’s raunchy Beer-Calendar collection back in the seventh grade.

I soon found myself in Midtown, a few blocks from our building. Hard on still raging. I could see the valet standing outside in his red coat and white gloves.

I thought about the Mets and their prospects for the upcoming summer and I went from midnight back down to six in the blink of an eye.


Chapter 2 
(Amy)

I couldn’t believe we were actually going to go through with it. I was excited, nervous, and more than a little unsure.

But our friends asked us to go and after a little coaxing from my husband, we said yes. We made a commitment.

Noah made all the arrangements, booked the necessary accommodations, and there was no backing out now.

Thankfully, our friends Claire and Liam would be with us every step of the way.

Noah would arrive in twenty minutes and soon after we’d be in a cab on our way to catch our 3:00 PM flight out of LaGuardia.

I stood in the lobby of our apartment building, bags packed and ready to go. A nervous anticipation flowed through me.

There was a pit the size of Texas in my stomach and more than once I thought I might vomit. At one point I even took my phone out to call Noah and tell him I couldn’t go through with it.

I knew he’d be upset - not because of the money, we could afford it - but because he was just so excited. This trip was going to be a dream come true for him.

For me? Well, I wasn’t sure.

I found the idea both incredibly exciting and incredibly nerve-racking.

What if something went wrong? What if we did something we couldn’t come back from? What if our relationship couldn’t handle it? What if…?

But then I reminded myself what Noah told me. That I didn’t have to do anything if I didn’t feel comfortable. We could just go and enjoy the beach and soak up some sun. Just because we were going didn’t mean I had to...

My mind drifted off...it was around Christmas, about two years ago. I guess you could say it was the catalyst. The event, if you will, that took us down this path.

We were at Noah’s company Holiday Party and it turned into a wild night for the two of us.

After the party we went out for a few more drinks, as if the open bar at Le Fin wasn’t enough.

Eventually we ended up in a limo Noah had hired for the night and to take us to our beach house in the Hampton’s for the remainder of the weekend.

More drinks followed in the limo. I’d packed a few airplane bottles in my purse in case of emergency and we decided to crack them open and enjoy the ride.

We weren’t exactly wasted, we knew how to enjoy ourselves responsibly. But we were definitely feeling loose.

I remember as soon as we got in the door, Noah was unzipping the sexy little black dress I’d bought just for the occasion and before I knew it we were on the hardwood floor in the foyer and his rock hard cock was inside me and I was running my fingers through his dark hair as he sucked hard on my neck. I knew he was going to leave a mark but it felt so good that I didn’t care.

I could feel his chiseled abs and rock hard chest pressing down on me as he ravaged my body.

We always had good sex. But the sex we had when we were a little drunk was always just...well, Noah had a tendency to get more aggressive and quite a bit kinkier.

Only this time, he said something that took me by surprise.

“You know what would be so hot?” he whispered in my ear. “If we had a threesome.”

Okay, obviously a threesome is not all that surprising coming from a man. It probably tops every male sexual fantasy list out there.

But, I enjoy dirty talk so I decided to play along.

“Oh yeah? You think you could handle me and another girl at the same time?”

He thrusted himself deeper into me and I felt myself edging closer to climax as I clenched myself around his dick.

“No, no. Not that kind of threesome,” he said, almost out of breath. “I want to see you with two dicks. Me and another guy…” his voice trailed off as he pummeled me harder and harder.

“I want to watch you get fucked by someone else,” he said as he nibbled on my ear.

I came immediately and he came shortly thereafter. I’d never considered having sex with someone else, let alone doing it in front of my husband or with my husband. But I have to admit, even then, I did find the idea very arousing.

The problem was, it also made me feel guilty once things cooled down a bit.

After that, Noah collapsed on the floor beside me and we each lay there in total silence as we tried to catch our breath.

I can’t speak for Noah, but I know what was on my mind right then: the thought of another dick inside me. A dick that wasn’t my husband’s.

I felt myself getting wet and horny again and immediately felt bad. I pushed the thought away and stood up to get some water and change into my pajamas.

Neither of us said another word about it that night and we eventually went to bed and drifted off to sleep.

I awoke the next morning to a dripping wet pussy as Noah gently slid two fingers in and out, caressing the walls of my vagina ever so softly to coax me awake.

It was a nice way to wake up.

Before I knew it he was back on top and inside me again. He was even harder than the night before and I felt like I was going to come immediately.

Then he leaned down and whispered in my ear, “Remember what we talked about last night?” I felt his warm, stale breath tickle my ear and broke out in gooseflesh.

Yes, I remembered.

I was instantly wetter and began to breathe harder and faster.

“Yes,” I whispered back.

“What did we talk about?” he asked with a devilish grin on his face as we locked eyes.

“Having a threesome…” I said, gasping for air, “me with two dicks…”

He thrusted harder.

“You watching me. Watching me get fucked…”

As soon as I said fucked I could feel him emptying his load inside me. A warm, full feeling washed over me and I came harder than I’d ever come in my life.

He collapsed back next to me on his side of the bed gasping for air, totally spent.

The lobby door swung open and in walked Noah, snapping me out of my trip down memory lane.

“Hey baby, all set?” Noah said as he approached me.

“Hey sweetie,” I said, “Yep, all set.”

Looking back, I should have known something was wrong by the way he was carrying himself. But for some reason, I didn’t pick up on it. My radar was being jammed and I didn’t have a clue.

Maybe it was willful ignorance on the part of my subconscious. Maybe, deep down, a secret part of me was just dying to go on this trip.

When I think back on it, I’m almost positive that’s what it was.

Funny how that works, isn’t it?

And I’m glad it worked out that way because as I would come to find out, Claire and Liam were really onto something.

Getting railed by a random dick while your husband watches, as he stares deeply into your eyes and tells you how much he loves you as you moan and shake and writhe on another man’s giant cock...well, it’s the best drug there is and while it almost didn’t happen, when it did, I was a junkie right from the start.

“Heard from Claire and Liam?” I asked.

“Hmm?” Noah said, pretending he didn’t catch the question.

“Have you heard from Claire and Liam,” I repeated.

“Listen…” he said, a pregnant pause hung in the air.

END OF PREVIEW
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BONUS: One Sweet Summer Night

(BUY NOW)

Prologue

It was just one of those sweet, summer nights, you know? Not too hot or humid, but just right. Nothing to do but everything and plenty of time and freedom to do it. Endless possibility and enchantment seemed to stretch on past the stars and into infinity.

We were only twenty-five, but we’d already been married three years. We started early. At least, compared to most people our age. We both came from strict, religious backgrounds and had met at university in Washington D.C.

We’d both chosen to attend a small, private religious college over the big, raucous party schools many of our friends from high school had gone off to.

I do believe in love at first sight and the first time I laid eyes on Alice Carrington, I was finished. I fell head over heels for her and spent every second I wasn’t in class or studying, trying to court her. I followed her short, blonde curls around campus like a lost puppy dog. Her icy blue eyes and fair, freckled skin frequented my dreams and on more than one occasion, I had to wake up and take a cold shower to keep myself from giving in to such lewd temptations. We would have to marry before there was any of that.

She was a preacher’s daughter and came from a family much more devout and pious than mine ever was. We went to church and obeyed the laws of God best we could, sure, but we weren’t the strictest in our congregation, not by a long shot.

Alice and I started dating in junior year and after we graduated, and after a long, serious talk with her father more importantly, I asked for her hand and she’d said yes. I was the happiest man in the whole wide world.

We were engaged for a year before our nuptials. We had a traditional wedding in a church, before God, and celebrated with our friends and family. Our honeymoon was the first time we’d gone further than holding hands and kissing. It was awkward at first and Alice was very shy about it. It was always with the lights off and under the covers. In our first three years of marriage I’d venture I only saw her naked three times and even then, only quick glimpses as she always rushed to cover up lest I get too good of a look.

I’d be lying if I said I didn’t mind. I did want her to be more comfortable around me, more open with her sexuality now that we were married. But I just figured it would take some time. Given our upbringings, it was more than understandable. I guess I’d just hoped when we finally said ‘I do,’ things would accelerate. And they really hadn’t.

Of course, the sex was good for me. Great really. But, I’m the guy. It doesn’t take too much for me to enjoy myself. As for Alice? Well, I don’t think she was finding it very pleasurable. Something needed to change and on that one sweet summer night, it did.


One

“I shouldn’t have worn this,” Alice said, checking her reflection in the mirror as I clicked my right blinker on and turned into the neighborhood.

“What do you mean? It’s a pool party. I think what you have on is more than appropriate.”

She looked over and frowned at me.

“You know what I mean, Joey. This two piece you got me, it’s a little…slutty, don’t you think?”

She was wearing a t-shirt and jean shorts over a black, two-piece bikini I’d purchased for her birthday and I was so damn excited to see her in it.

If by slutty she meant revealing then yes, yes I did think that and that was the entire point. I was getting tired of her hiding her body from me and I was hell bent on curtailing it, just a little bit. She had nothing to hide and nothing at all to be ashamed about.

I understood we both had conservative upbringings and there were bound to be some hang ups around sex because of it, but we were married now, and after three years of tough-sledding, I was intent on using this pool party as a way to loosen Alice up and bring her out of her shell - or at least, start to.

“I think it’s very tasteful and frankly, standard. It’s the style.”

“One-pieces are in style too now, you know,” she said in protest, folding her arms beneath her breasts. Her short blonde curls stopped just before her shoulders and she really turned me on when she wore a little pout like this. It was so cute and sexy, it drove me wild.

I reached over and put a hand on her knee. She flinched at first, but then relaxed. See what I mean about hangups?

“I know, honey. But…” I took a deep breath, “you know how sexy I think your body is and I just wish you’d show it off a little more. That’s all. There’s nothing wrong with that.”

She smiled for a brief moment at the compliment, but then those old hangups got in the way again as it quickly faded.

“I really wish you wouldn’t talk like that, I’m your wife…not some cheap slut,” she said and turned to look out the window.

If she only knew.

The way we were raised, slut was a bad thing. But for me, secretly, it always made my cock ache to know a girl was a slut. Of course, that always left me feeling conflicted too and so I knew all too well how she was feeling. But secretly, deep down, when I dared to admit it to myself. I wanted Alice to be a slut. My slut. I just had no idea how to go about telling her or making it happen. Luckily, it wouldn’t be too long before it all worked out and frankly, it was all much easier than I thought it would be.

We were in an upscale neighborhood in the suburbs. One of my friends from childhood, Scotty, who went to the local public school and did not have nearly the same upbringing as we did, lived there with his parents and they were out of town for the week. Open house. Big pool. Plenty of room. It would have been the dream in high school, but now that we were all much more mature twenty-five year olds, a raucous party was not in the cards.

It was to be a small gathering. Maybe ten people, at most. It would be chill and fun and everyone could spend the night so there would be no worries about drinking and driving. It would be the perfect environment to maybe, after three long years, coax Alice out of that hardened shell and maybe get her to live a little, maybe even shed her skin entirely. A guy could dream.

I was excited for Alice to hang with Scotty and his friends. She’d met them before, but never really got to know them. I think it was good for her - for us, really - to spend time outside our conservative bubble and get to know other ways of life. Alice didn’t necessarily agree but she was willing to try and so I had to give her a lot of credit for that. Many people in our social circle wouldn’t even dream of it. So, her openness gave me hope.

“So tell me again who all is going to be here,” Alice said as we pulled into the driveway and I put the car in park.

“Uhh, well, there’s Scotty,” I said.

“Right, Scotty, I’ve met him before. He’s the black guy you played basketball with, right?”

I nodded. I thought I saw her face light up a little, but I couldn’t be sure. It was quick, almost imperceptible.

“Yep, that’s him.”

A thought occurred to me then, but I pushed it aside almost as quickly as it appeared.

Scotty was the best basketball player in town when we were growing up. He dominated in high school and even set some state records before going on to play at a mid-tier, division one school in the midwest and started all four years at point guard. Sadly, he was not quite professional material, but he had a great run.

“Who else?”

“Pete and his girlfriend Tara. I think you met Pete before, but not Tara.”

“Oh yeah, I remember him, Italian guy, right?”

“Yep, Pete DeCarlo, that’s the one. And you’ll like Tara, she’s nice.”

“Anyone else I might know?”

I unbuckled my seat belt and sighed.

“Why don’t we just go find out?”

I smiled at her and Alice tried to smile back at me. I could tell she was trying her hardest. I put my hand on hers and leaned in to kiss her cheek.

“I love you,” I said.

“I love you too, Joey,” she said.

We got out of the car, grabbed our bags, our towels, and the case of beer I’d brought and made our way toward the backyard pool.

End of Sample
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Brett and Leah are a curious couple that enjoys the hotwifing lifestyle. When Brett's old college roommate, Jax, informs him he'll be in town, Brett insists he come stay at their place.

Leah has never met Jax before, but she's heard so much about his conquests back in college and his prowess in the bedroom that she can't help but be curious.

She's eager to find out if the stories are true and Brett is more than willing to watch her find out for herself. So, they hatch a little plan and embark on a devious weekend adventure together.

	Last Day Blues: A Wife Sharing Romance: 


It's the last day of vacation and Jeff and his wife, Reya, have a bad case of the last day blues. They finally got an entire week away from their kids and responsibilities and while they had a good time, they didn't quite get around to exploring each other - physically - as much as they'd hoped.

When they go for one final, sunset walk on the beach, a dark and mysterious stranger named Joss wanders into their lives and just so happens to be staying at the same resort as them. He also just so happens to provide them with the perfect opportunity to get over their case of the last day blues by exploring one of their biggest fantasies.

Will Jeff and Reya take a leap of faith and make up for all the lost time? Or will they keep making the same mistake they've been making all week?


About F. Rey Noel

I’m a bit of a digital nomad, but my home base is sunny Key West, FL.

I love to write erotic romance and I specialize in hotwife/wife-sharing stories because, well...that’s what turns me on.

I spend most of my time on a beach somewhere, soaking up the rays and exploring the sunnier, more mischievous side of life by combing through the depths of my own devious mind.

Aside from that, I have a voracious appetite for erotic literature, cigars, rum, and anything Cuban.

I write what I write, generally in long binges (sometimes with the help of certain substances and sometimes not) and let the chips fall where they may.

We might have some ups and downs along the way, but stick with me and I promise, we'll have one hell of a journey together.

I really hope you enjoyed this book and please, please, please consider leaving a review. Even if you didn’t like it, constructive criticism is always welcome (as long as you're gentle). Reviews are a huge help in boosting visibility and getting more people to see and read the book.

Again, thank you so much for reading and please feel free to reach out or connect with me on twitter (@FReyNoelErotica).

My other available works can be found here on Amazon.

And stay tuned! I have lots of hot, steamy wife sharing romances coming your way very soon!

Stay wicked, my friends,

-F. Rey
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